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PREFACE. 



The Work which occupies the greater part of the 
following pages, was designed to form one of a 
series. It occurred to the Author, while engaged 
in studying the history of our Religious Estab- 
lishments with reference to his more important 
pursuits, that a degree of interest adequate to 
his hopes of success in this department of lite- 
rature, might be called forth by an attempt 
to exhibit, in the highest form of the Drama, 
some of the more prominent stages of that long 
and vehement struggle between the secular and 
ecclesiastical powers, particularly during the 
vigour of the Papal usurpation, which, like every 
other important contest in which Christendom 
has been involved, has, in the beneficent order 
of Providence, been eventually productive of so 
many advantages to the best interests of the 
human race. The subject of the present portion 
of his undertaking, while it seemed to him 
wanting in none of the necessary elements of 
dramatic passion and historical dignity, further 



YIU PREFACE. 

recommended itself to his adoption, by present- 
ing, in some respects, a novel field for the ex- 
ertions of the tragic poet, and as being less 
liable than some of a more popular kind, to the 
common faults of modem dramatic writing. 

It may appear superfluous to detain the reader 
with a single observation, in regard to the brief 
remaining contents of the little volume before 
him. They present specimens, sufficiently various 
in form and matter, of those efiusions 

Quas humiHs tenero stylus olim efiudit in aevo-^ 

the spontaneous produce of the mind in that 
period of life when such unlaboured exercises of 
its powers, or at least the feelings which they 
embody, are viewed with an interest scarcely 
intelligible, perhaps, to the writer himself, in 
his maturer years. 



B E C K E T. 



ACT^I. 
SCENE I. 

A convent chapel. Two altars are viaibUy the larger 
bearing an image of the Virgin Mary, In the 
middle of the chapel, a tomb with a recumbent 
figure in pontifical robes. Near the smaller altar 
is seen Beoxet, seated at a little oratory y a lamp 
burning by him. Before the other, lie a knight* s 
armour and weapons, near which Reginald walks 
impatiently backward and forward, Herbert 
and two or three Monks appear in the back ground : 
several Soldiers occupy the front of the scene. 
Within, the matin service begins to be heard, 

FIRST SOLDIER. 

If on^se* little clerkly might have leave 

To judge of these priests' doings, I should say 

That chant denotes day near. 

B 
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SECOND. SOLDIER. 

Not yet. 

FIRST SOLDIER. 

Nay ; mark, 
While we are speaking, how a redder light 
Steals cross yon windows. 

SECOND SOLDIER. 

Tis most welcome. Rather 
Let me lie tit my anns by a camp-fire, 
The autumn-cloud my roof, three nights together, 
Than here again, among these monuments — 
These stony spectres of the dead beneath — 
Watch by them for a night. 

FIRST SOLDIER. 

Sir Reginald 
Seems of your mind, by his impatient bearing 
And murmurs at the dull pace of the hours. 

SECOND SOLDIER. 

Why, brother — knight or spearman, 'tis all one — 
A soldier makes a bad monk. 
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FIRST SOLDIER. 

True : the diiFerence 
Comes of men*s breeding — note you the Archbishop : 
Now could I swear, by day or night from him, 
Since his seventh year, the cloister*s walls have shut 
Sunshine and storm alike. 

THIRD SOLDIER. 

He who says that, 
Is a young soldier. Some twelve years ago. 
When I was such, he was my General 
In France here. Nor was any noble baron 
Had braver tendence, or lived more at court. 
Than Thomas Becket. 

SECOND SOLDIER. 

He? 

FIRST SOLDIER. 

His nature, then. 
Is strangely changed ; or custom has subdued it 
To his calling. Look you, there, how quietly 
His counted beads keep pace with Time's slow foot. 
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So has he passed the night ; and, now and then. 
When, scarcely well awake, my eye fell on him, 
I started — doubting if that form had life. 
Or were some saint carved by a cunning hand. 

THIRD SOLDIER. 

Forsooth, a perilous saint ! 

But tell us, comrade — 
For you know more 

REGINALD {to the Soldiers). 

Ho, there ! — Away with these ! 
[They carry out the arms, SfC. 
Now to this holy shrine one Ave more, — 

[He kneels a few moments before the altar^ 
then rises, and comes forward. 
To fair Idonea — the star that rules 
This crisis of my destiny — remains 

One brief farewell ; and then 

My lord Archbishop, 
My service here is ended. 

BECKET (risiTig). 

Son, good morrow. 
I see that Heaven has been propitious to thee. 



Scene L] BBOKST. 

The temper in the which we undertake 
A business, very oft foreshews the issue 
Stands your mind well resolved ? 



REGINALD. 

Fix'd as your own. 

BECKET. 

Yo<i will depart, then, soon ? 

REGINALD. 

A hasty leave 
Of your fair sister, only, lets me now. 
Next hour will find me spurring to the camp 
Of Louis and Earl Philip. 

BECKET. 

In His name, 
Of whose dear gprace we hold it, you were brought 
To join this work, and to the warlike host 
That gathers to avenge his Church and us, 
Add a bold champion, we lay our blessing 
On you — and through you on the cause. 

These letters 
Bear to the King ; and add, that ere to-morrow 



BECKET. 



[Act J. 



The sun hath set, we too will be with him. 

[Exit Reginald. 
Grood Herbert, art thou there ? 

HERBERT. 

Ay, my dear lord. 

BECKET. 

How dost thou ? Art not weary ? 

HERBERT. 

I have been 
A frequent watcher, for some fifty years — 
I can bear three nights well. 

What would your Grace ? 

BECKET. 

Remove the lamp to yonder tomb — within 
Sleeps Gregory, the founder of that church 
Whereof I am the seven-years' exil'd primate. 
Tis day ; yet still the lamp is needed here. 
So — place the book that I read yesternight— 
The " Dictates of Pope Hildebrand," beside it. 

[A pause. 
Retire. [He takes the book. 
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My teacher and my model ! Rome's 
Wisest of pontiffs ! let me once more trace — 
Guided by thy great spirit, which pervades it — 
The grounds of Holy Church's sovereignty, 
Nobly maintain'd by thee — a wider world 
Than the old Ceesars ruled. 

Hence, and go sleep : 
Go all. [To Monks f who retire with Herbbht. 

It is no fable which they tell. 
Of a strange virtue that invests the sleep 
Of buried saints, and from their shrines breathes out 
Into the bosom of true worshippers. 
These three nights have I watched and fasted here — 
A scene most apt for such an influence — 
And every night, against the wont of nature, 
A freshness like the buoyant life of youth 
Has grown through all my frame. 

However derived, 
Such vigour will be needed ; since, at length — 
At length — approaches the decisive hour 
Which is to compensate seven years of exile. 
Of eating strangers' bread, of wrongs, of scorns 
And wearing sorrows, by a proud return 
To my great place and native land, or by 
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The name of Becket on the martyrs* roll — 
Welcome to either. 

Once more to my task. 
[He seats himself and reads. The chanting of 
the matin service is again heard, as the scene 
Piloses. 



SCENE II. 

An apartment in the same convent. 

Enter Idonea. 

IDONEA. 

I might have knelt with them before the shrine^ 

For I, no less, have watched the whole night through ; 

But, though my prayers rose from no knee-worn cell 

Or consecrated altar, ye kind saints ! 

Reject them not : too well my heart assures me 

I never had more need of your good help. 

[Enter Reginald. 
A step ! — My Reginald ! 
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REOIVALD. 

Thanks for that word : 
And thou art mine — oh, unhoped joy 1 — at last ; 
Not by the heart's appropriation only. 
But vowed, betrothed. I come to say farewell, 

r 

For a brief space. 

IDONEA. 

So soon? 

REGINALD. 

Thine own sworn knight, 
When armies are a-field, and thine the quarrel, 
Must not be absent* 

IDONEA. 

I could wish thee so, 
Rather than this rash compact called thee there. 

REGINALD. 

That is less kindly said. 

IDONEA. 

Warmly my heart 
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Esteems the motive, but my reason cannot 
Approve the fearful sacrifice. Recall 
This promise to my brother. Wait the issue 
Of his most hazardous attempt. — Return. 

REGINALD. 

And join King Henry ? 

IDOKEA. 

Nay, I said not that. 
Give neither side the advantage of your sword : 
If we succeed 

REGINALD. 

My oath is pledged to Becket. 
It is too late — I cannot now retreat. 

• IDONEA. 

Sent with this sudden message from the Queen — 
(Strange seems it, that her Grace selected thee 
For such a business) — in a pliant moment 



REGINALD. 

I guess thy thought, and it doth wrong us both. 
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No — it was not his princely promises 

Of lands and earldoms, when all's won ; nor even 

Persuasion dropping from his eloquent tongue, 

Which, with a soldier's jealousy of learning 

And it% soft arts, I have mistrusted ever, 

That did determine me to oast my fame 

And loyal honour on this doubtful die. 

It was alone the unhoped happiness 

Of meeting thee ; that melting of the soul, 

When love, still inly glowing, though without 

By time and circumstance Ibng seeming chilled. 

Bursts to fresh life ; — 'twas this, that to his will 

Wrought my compliance. 

IDONEA. 

Be it so — yet hear me. 
With more than vassal's faith, or subject's truth — 
With the frank warmth of fellow-soldiers — thou 
Art to King Henry bound, my brother's foe. 
The time will come, when the reluctant tide 
Of wronged affection will rush back towards him. 
Thou wilt repent— mark how I prophesy — 
Wilt live to curse the weakness that surprised thee 
Into disloyalty. 
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REGINALD. 

Never — believe it. 
I loved thee ere I learned to love the King. 
While yet I was thy brother's humble. liegeman , 
One of his knights, I nourished secret hopes, 
Fed on thy often-seen, unfolding graces. 
Which, ere I well had owned them to myself, 
His ea^le-eye detected. He had prized me ; 
Nor did he openly reprove me then. 
But, in his cold looks, wholly changed to me, 
I read a fixed displeasure. Presently — 
At whose solicitation could I doubt ? — 
The King required my service. 

IDOKEA. 

I remember. 

REGINALD. 

Long time there was that I beheld thee not. 
I name not why — it was not want of love — 
Till he became an exile, and thyself 
Wert numbered in his list of proscribed friends. 
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IDOKEA. 

Can I forget your generous service then ? 

REGINALD, 

It was a service, if you deem it one, 

That overpaid itself. With him, indeed, 

Whate'er its merits, little hath it wrought 

To move his purpose. Oft the King — for I, 

So hap'd it, had found means to please him well, 

And cause him list a tale which youth trusts not 

To cold unfriendly hearers — pitying me, — 

When he hath sought to make peace with the Archbishop, 

Would mix with the state's business, a request 

That he would yield this gentle hand to me. 

But, as rocks are alike impassible 

To the soft breathings of the whispering air 

As to the angry storm, he answered. No, 

In equal terms to both— ^'twaa not his will, 

I DONE A. 

Somewhat of this he too hath told me. 

REGINALD. 

Ah! 
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If thou, dear as thou art to him, had'st then 



IDONEA. 

Alas ! my being is the thrall of his. 
So much, I own, I love and fear my brother. 
That sometimes a remorseful ahuddei' chills 
My heart, as if the thoughts I gave to thee 
Were tenderness stolen from my natural debt 

To him. 

And when our stormy time came on, 
When the adversity which proved his greatness 
(As it is wont in noble mmds) united. 
In our fallen fortunes, our affections closer. 
Judge me not harshly, Reginald, if I shrank 
More than before from topics aught ungrateful 
To his overburdened spirit. 

REGINALD. 

Less reason hast thou 
To wish undone what this so blest conjuncture 
Hath wrought. What ? Shall I for a dream, a scruple. 
This gift, more precious than the world to me, 
So long withheld and now so fairly granted. 
Throw back upon the donor ? Never ! My part 
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Is chosen. See ! the Archbishop comes to chide 
My long delay. Farewell. 

I DONE A. 

If so it must be, 
Farewell indeed. Heaven oft shall hear of you 
In your Idonea*s prayers. This hour decides 
The fate of both. 

REGINALD. 

I dread it not. 

[Exit. 

Enter Bbcxst. 

BSCKET {aside, as he is entering), 

A weapon 
Wrench*d from an enemy's hand is doubly lost 
To him, to us is doubly gained. 

The benison 
Of our just cause go with him! — That, Idonea, 
Is a brave knight, and famous. 

IDONEA. 

Never may 
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His valour be misused, nor his good name 
Grow strange to good men's tongues ! 

BECKET. 

Methinks that wish 
Should be more cheerly uttered. 

IDONEA. 

All a maiden 
May speak of thanks for favours like to this 
You have conferred to-day, accept, dear brother. 
But yet 

BECKET. 

Well? 

IDONEA. 

'Would the Queen had chosen some other 
To be her messenger! 

BECKET. 

Ha ! then you love him not ? 

IDONEA. 

I know not why I should deny that word ; 
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Or did I, as our woman's fashion is, 
ReAise it to my ton^e, you in my heart 
Would read it, who are deeply learned to scan 
The secrets there. 

BECKET. 

I own, there was a time, 
When I brooked not to think that Becket*s sister — 
Herself rig^ht worthy of a regal fortune 
By beauty and all fair accomplishments — 
Should be a poor knight's bride — a gentleman, 
I ne'er denied, virtuous and brave. But now, 
If Heaven do prosper us and ours, Idonea, 
We shall find means to lift him to thy height. 
Though thou, as due, be dower*d like a king's daughter. 

IDONEA. 

Thou knowest there is nothing, next to Heaven, 
My soul so reverences as thee, my brother ; 
Nor nothing, next my own account with Heaven, 
That I so truly grieve for, as thy wrongs ; 
And for this purpose, this wild desperate purpose 
Of late redress, I will not, dare not judge it ; 

c 
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For you have chosen it, and what you approve 
T shall embrace, as best. But Reginald 

BECKET. 

Proceed. 

IDOKEA. 

From childhood, you have known me ever 
For one of open nature ; and the time, 
Were it not so, would counsel plainness now 
'Twixt thee and me. 

BECKET. 

True. 

IDONEA. 

To him unstained honour 
And knightly fame are life — take from him these. 
He dies. 

BECKET. 

This honour is the world's religion — 
A gaudy robe ; and when they walk i' the sun, 
As mostly they affect, your men of honour 



•«.• 
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Are proud to shew its glitter ; yet such stains 
Success can purge from it ; nay, oft, mere gain 
Gilds worse disgraces. — 0, content you ! he*U 
Not die. 



IDONKA. 

King Henry is his bosom's idol. 
I know him well : not war*s most laureird harvest, 
If by Rebellion reap'd for him ; nor possession, 
By treachery purchased, of what he so long 
Hath sought, will in his calmer mood compensate 
This fatal wreck of treasured loyalty — 
Release him from his oath. 

BRCKKT. 

No more of this — 
The choice he freely made, by rites irrevocable 
Is sealed. If he will wed thee, his good sword, 
Drawn on our part, must win thee ; and if thou 
Dost love him, take him for thy champion — 
No other terms. 

IDONEA. 

1 am silenced. 
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BECKET. 

Leave the rest 
To Time, and the events which load his flight 
Onwards with expectation. Think of this union 
As of a thing that may be, and meantime ' 
The expectance shall do service. I wish not, 
In such an hour, when kingdoms must change rulers, 
And at our bidding, that my sister should 
Sit idly s^hing, a poor love-sick girl. 
The moment is arrived which summons me 
Again into the world. Know, that to-morrow 
I quit for ever this retreat. 

IDONEA. 

That's sudden; 
And could I deem, the peace which I have found . 
Within these walls were fully shared by you, 
'Twould grieve me for your sake. For me 

BECKET. 

Thou, too. 
Must do thy part in this great enterprise. 
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IDONEA. 

Can my poor aid in aught avail thee ? 



BECKET. 

Much: 



Hast thou forgot, we shall have guests to-night ? 
Thou must prepare to play the honoured hostess 
To the self-exiled Queen. 

IDONEA. 

That will I gladly. 

BECKET. 

This flight of hers will further our designs ; 
And, if she bring the Prince too, must fix on them 
Success. Tell me, how are your thoughts affected 
Towards her Grace ? 

IDOKEA. 

As one scarce welcome to them. 
Yet, I remember me, in my young years. 
Haughty to most, to me she still was gentle. 
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Distiiiguish'd by her favour, hardly have I 
Forgiven myself that I could never love her. 

BECKET. 

No marvel — Eleanor is aptlier framed 

To call up fear and wonder, than much love. 

In gentle hearts like thine. 

IDOKEA. 

She has fierce passions — 
So 'tis averr'd. 

BECKET. 

A woman bom to be 
The snare and scourge of kings ! First Louis was 
Doubly betrayed by her — both in his honour, 
In Palestine, and in his sovereign state 
Not less, when by her cunningly-contrived 
Divorce she stripped him of her royal dower. 
The third of all his realms. 

IDONEA. 

With which to Henry 
She brought a world of woe. 



Scene IIL] BBCKBT. 23 



BECKET. 

Of woe, as yet 
But half endured. — Now need I some repose. 

[Exeunt, 



SCENE III. 

An outer court of the same convent. 

Enter Queen Elbanor^ attended by Knights^ Sfc. 

ELEAVOR. 

This is the pile, then, that hath held so long 
The master-spirit of our stirring age ; 
Nor ill its aspect fits his character. 

KNIGHT. 

Once seems it to have been a fortress. 

ELEANOR. 

*Twas so. 
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But long since hath its warlike shape assumed 
The stillness and the gloom which now it wears. 

As a Cistercian convent. So this Becket 

[BscKST appears at the gate^ followed 
by Idonea and Monks, 
But here the Archbishop comes. -^ 

My Lord, your blessing ! 

BECKET. 

Most royal Lady, we give you hearty welcome 
To what poor pensioners on strangers' bounty 
Call theirs ! Your presence honours us, and cheers 
This ancient house. — Welcome to all of you. 

[To Knights, 8^c. 
Your Grace's herald taught me to expect 
My princely pupil with you. 

ELEANOR. 

Ere night close, 
We doubt not, he will greet you. 

BECKET. 

Have they met ? 
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ELEANOR. 

By this time-— not when we set out from Gison. 
Soon as 'twas known that Henry's bark had touched 
The str^pd at Barfleur, both at once set forth— 
The gallant boy to meet him, and ourself 
For this retreat. The rest you know — our purpose 
And wrongs that have engendered it. I come 
To ask a shelter with you from the oppression 
That banished you, and now, grown ripe, spares not 
The crowned heir nor the partner of the throne. 
When you and I last met, nor I nor you 
Had cause to think that, one day, you, an exile, 
Would succour me, a fugitive. 

HECKET. 

Half its round 
The restless wheel of Fortune hath whirled both, 
In these seven years. But, ere seven days go by, 
We'll push the circle on, the Saints to aid, 
Till we remount the ridge. 

ELEANOR. 

So shall it prove; 
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Else are our plots ill laid, and Heaven no more 

Assists the injured. 

Sorrow and meditation 
Have thinn'd your cheek and somewhat simk your eye, 
Since you left England — we are sorry for it. 
Yet fear we not, as we have known you once 
Singly outface the tyrant, so now, girt 
As you will be with friends, undauntedly 
You will reclaim your own, so long withheld ; 
And we dare hope your cause will su£fer not. 
In other men's fair thoughts or in your own. 
From being joined with a much->injured Queen's 
And an insulted Prince's. 

BECKET. 

By union strengthened, 
An easier, equal victory waits them both — 
Heaven's hand shews plain in this. 

ELEANOR. 

These ill times make 
111 manners with us — Is not this your sister? 

BECKET. 

So long it is, as banished men count years, 
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Since last your Grace beheld her, — then, I think, 
Just touching on that season, when the girl 
In joyful haste puts on her womanhood, — 
In sooth you well may doubt. 

ELEANOR. 

Your cheek, fair maiden : 
Though evil days have held us long apart. 
Let us be free as once we were together. 
You were our guest then — ^till this war's rough voice, 
Whose judgment we appeal to, shall pronounce 
Our future lot, will you admit us yours ? 

IDONEA. 

My brother and myself are joyful, madam, 
That our proscribed condition yet affords 
The means, though humble. 

[During this speech an Attendant enters^ and 
speaks aside to Bbokbt. The Queen takes 
I DONE A apart ^ and converses with her. 



BECKET. 

At hand already, sayst thou ? 



Of what rank are they ? 
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ATTEKDANT. 

Cardinals, my Lord — 
So guess I them by their habiliments. 

BECKET. 

Tis like — their train ? 

ATTENDANT. 

Numerous ; and, by their seeming, 
A band of honourable gentlemen. 

BECKET. 

Haste, and with all respect conduct them hither. 

[Exit Attendant. 
Pray you, go in. Pardon me, royal madam : 
The Legates of his Holiness, even now 
Arrived without, await admittance to us. 
Idonea shall attend you, and myself 
Will quickly follow. 

[Exeunt Queen ElsanoBj Idonea, and Monks, 

Cardinals a^ain ! 
This is the sixth pair of Italian worthies. 
That have enriched themselves with England's bribes 
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By paltering in our cause. They flock, like vultures, 
Where'er a schism in some great kingdom gives 
Scent of a prey ; and, being gorged to the full, 
Retire — the quarrel leaving, as they found it. 
Despite all I from him have borne, and bear, 
With those more awful wrongs I champion — 
My double bond to hate him — it yet shames me 
To mark how keenly creatures such as these, 
Stung by no injuries, aiming at nought noble. 
Shout in the cry of hunters that pursue him. 
Well ? — Shall I therefore pause ? Never ! Ye Saints, 
Thrice-steel my fix'd resolves ! and though this heart, 
(Which once with no less than a brother*s love 
Was linked to his) bleed hourly fresh, so much 
The more do I invoke, compel you 

[Enter the two Cardinals with their train. 

Lords! 
In God's name and your master's, you are welcome ! 
[Exit with Cardinals and train into the convent. 
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ACT II. 
SCENE I. 

An apartment in the same convent. 
Enter Becket and Cardinal- Legates. 

FIRST LEGATE. 

At that time, when your Grace withdrew from England, 

The holy Father could receive his friends 

With but a stinted hospitality ; 

He had no home to offer — yet his heart 

Stood freely open to you then, as now. 

BECKET. 

He was himself an exile, sir. — Proceed. 

FIRST LEGATE. 

For that cause — and for your own sake, indeed — 
That in this safe retreat you might renew 
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Your strength, worn with long contest, and prepare 
For strife to come — you were brought hither. But 
For this, be sure, naked as you came forth 
From your ungrateful country, you had been 
Welcomed as honourably as when, at Tours, 
Soon after your election, the whole court 
Of Alexander and that populous city 
Poured out along the plain to meet you. 

BFXKET. 

Kindness 
Was joined with prudence in whatever was done — 
So 'twill appear in the event. — Here I, 
I trust, have ripen'd into what I was not. 
When I at Clarendon so weakly yielded 
To yon rash King. 

FIRST LEGATE. 

So deems the holy Father. 

BECKET. 

Health have I sought among the rural works 
That occupy the brethren ; strength of purpose, 
In prayer ; in study and meditation, wisdom ; 
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And, if I lack'd of other company, 
Have found the fittest in the memory 
Of saints and martyrs that, in olden times. 
Have battled with the oppressor — as I do. 

SECOND LEGATE. 

A blessed life, my Lord. 

BECKET. 

A meet one, sir. 
To train the leader of a cause like mine. 
For that end I have used it ; loved it ; yet 
Without repining quit it, at the call 
Of Heaven, to try by arms this sacred quarrel. 

FIRST LEGATE. 

What force has Henry, here in Normandy, 

To match the strength of France and Flanders joined, 

Already in the field ? 

BECKET. 

With but twelve hundred 
Barons and knights he comes — so much unlooked-for 
The tempest he provoked now bursts on him. 
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Here may you see the work of untamed passions. 
When, in his youth, the sceptre fell to him, 
It ruled the fairest power in Christendom ; 
His trumpets stirred the Grampian forests, whilst 
Beneath the viny Pyrenean Hills 
Floated his banner ; and his valour since 
Hath planted it on Snowdon. — All is changed. 
What with the shames and troubles brought on him 
By my deep wrong;s — the averted hearts his pride 
And Norman spleen have shaken off — withal. 
Domestic feuds which haply yet you know not, 
This mighty empire, like a house divided 
Against itself, reels on the edge of ruin ! 

Misconstrue not my thoughts, most worthy Legates, 

If I anticipate with exultation 
His coming fall. Let me be plain with you — 
I am a man divided. Think what it costs 
To nerve me to this duty, when I own 
There's much of the old fondness for him lurking 
Still here within. When I behold his end, 
Twill joy the churchman only ; as a man"^ 
One that hath shared his mirthful hours, hath eaten 
The bread of his rich bounty, and was long 
His soul's elected counsellor — I could shed 

n 
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Tears for his griefs whom mine could never move. 

[A trumpet sounds without. 
My Lords, I had a word for you, to which 
The tidings you have heard are vulgar news — 
A tale the tongue of Fame is weary of; 
But if yon trumpet, as I think, announces 
The youthful heir of England, I may spare you : 
— It was of him I had to speak. — Tis he ! 

Enter Young Henry, Knights, Sfc. 

YOUNG HENRY. 

Now, Father, use me for your swift avenging. 
For now am I, like to yourself, an exile, 
Self-banished from the same foul tyranny. — 
Where is my mother ? 

Enter Eleanor. 

BECKET. 

Herself shall answer yon. 

FIRST LEGATE. 

The Queen of England here ? 
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SECOND LEGATE. 

A double wonder ! 

ELEANOR. 

Further within these cloistral walls, than e*er, 
I think, such sound was caught before, I heard 
Thy welcome trumpet. — Come ; thy tale ! thy tale I 
What saith Plantagenet? what saith thy father ? 

YOUNG HENRY. 

Call him my foe henceforth, and not my father. 
I yield no more the reverence of that name 
To him who spurns its tender offices. 

ELEANOR. 

Father, or foe, it boots not — both in one. 
But ye have met ? 

YOUNG HENRY. 

Ay, mother, as I purposed. 
Weary and sick of the mock-royalty 
Which he, to serve his selfish politic ends. 
Pranks me withal, boldly, as you had prompted, 
I spake. 
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ELEANOR. 

You knelt not ? 

YOUNG HENRT. 

No. There stood — 
Leaning, like Hercules in the old picture — 
Creoffiry, the Earl of Lincoln. 

ELEANOR. 

Rosamond's boy ! 

YOUNG HENRY. 

'* Give me,** I asked, '' the Norman Dukedom, thine 
In thine own vouth, reserving England wholly. 
As Stephen did, who gave thee Normandy." 
Turning to Creoffiry, then, with that dark smile 
Which marks his rising wrath, " Who, thinkest thou. 
Is the true author of this insolent claim,'* 
He said, " the cunning artist, that doth work 
This puppet? Through the son's lips speaks the mother. 
—Shew we so bent and burdened with our charge, 
That thou, slight boy, durst think to thrust thyself 
Beneath the load ?*' But I replied not, check'd 
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By awe and anger both; for I perceived 
That rolling of his fiery eye which speaks him 
Fiercely implacable. That answer fixed 
My resolution — ye behold me here. 

ELEANOR (aside to Beoket,) 
Now take him, ere this cools. 

BECKET (to YOUNQ HeNRY), 

My liege, a word. 
[He leads You no Henry forward, while the 
Queen converses , apart y with the Legates, 
In happier days for both, you were my pupil. 

YOUNO HENRY. 

True, my good Lord. 

BECKET. 

We have read and fought together; 
For I was Chancellor then — a worldly man. 
Yet even then, with better lore 1 tempered 
To your young mind the world's ignoble lessons. 

YOUNG HENRY. 

In sooth, Tm not so light of memory, 
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To need on these points a remembrancer. 

BECKET. 

Its first of kingly thoughts your spirit took 

From mine ; your earliest knightly wreaths you won 

Beneath mine eye. 



YOUNG HENRT. 

O, I remember well- 
But what of thb ? 



BECKET. 

Why, thus : — who plants the seed, 
Of right cares for the harvest. If I taught you 
Lessons of hoarded wisdom in your youth, 
I looked to see you, when you grew a man. 
Do as wise men do ; — if, to bear you bravely 
In chivalrous pastime with your boyish peers, 
I counted, when the hour of graver contest 
Should come, to see you bravely heading them 
As men. 

YOUNG HENRY. 

Thou shalt so. — Well ^ Thou would'st say more. 
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BECKET. 

That if I taught thee how to govern kingdoms, 

Thou It doth sicken thee, thou sayst, to bear 

An empty name, and hold an idle sceptre ; 
To flout this gaping world with a mere shew 
Of kingship, but to fence another's power — 
A shadow, a poor unregarded echo 
Of that all-potent syllable, the Kiko, 
Whereat men bow and tremble. What is title 
Without the authority that stamps it awful, 
But the fool's idol, vanity, placed high 
To stand the clearer mark for common scorn ? 

YOUNG HENRY. 

What wilt thou have me do ? 

BECKET. 

Know, that with me 
It rests to give this hollow, lifeless image 
A living breath, a regal potency. 
There's no authentic power, but that the Church 
Has given, and may resume — and give again : 
Thrones are her gift, and kings her wards, her clients. 
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For present means — France has them here at hand. 

In shape of forty thousand fighting men. 

The best and bravest of her chivalry, 

That only wait the word from me to strike. 

Thy father needs must yield before the force 

We bring against him ; or, fail that, fail all 

Besides, there is that in my single will 

Against which warlike steel, high-fironted valour. 

Nor moated walls avail — the power Heaven grants us 

To excommunicate rebellious kings. 

And interdict their forfeit sovereignties. 

The word is on my tongue, — a magic word. 

Yea, potent as those necromantic spells 

That in their airy course freeze up the stars. 

And I, whene'er I list, can give it breath, — 

That will unclasp the bonds of law, of faith 

To your proud sire, from every Englishman, 

And bind them loyally on you alone. 

YOUNG HENRY. 

Nay, but — my father 

ELEANOR (advancing). 

Think of thy mother, boy, — 
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How wrong'd, as woman and as queen ! What was he 
But the expectant of a crown yet held 
By his usurping uncle, who might long 
Have kept him in the hungry state of heirs, 
When he with me acquired a dowry richer 
Than Europe had to boast besides ? Oh, then, 
What humble homage, oaths of constancy I — 
How hath he proved ? Half widow*d from his bed, 
And from his state divided, I have lived — 
My place in both usurped by minions. 

BECKET. 

Learn — 
We honour thy pure scruples — but learn this : 
High stations have high privileges ; Kings and Great Ones 
Must not too nicely scan those needful evils 
That are the constant shadow of great deeds, 
And where these be will follow. Say, you are 
His son, who shall supplant him : — were not we too — 
We, now the instrument of his overthrowing — 
Once his most trusted friend ? yea, love him still. 
With tenderness that yields no whit to yours. 
I hold it virtue, when I make that weakness 
The victim of a high and manly duty. 
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— My Prince, I tell it thee, as thou shouldst hear it, 

With a sad heart, yet with a will too fix'd 

For grief to shake : the second Henry's sun 

Is entering now an endless black eclipse. 

Will you accept what's yours, — to wit, the crown 

Offended Church is lifting from his brows. 

To plant on yours ? or, will you yield the prize 

To foreign hands, and live disherited ? 

YOUNG HENRY. 

Archbishop, — mother ! — be it as you will. 

Here do I cast away the painted bauble 

The hand of scheming policy assigned me, 

And seek from yours a true, acknowledged sceptre. 

BECKET. 

Enough. — My liege, and noble gentlemen, 

After an hour of hospitality 

Such as our hermitage affords, we'll be 

Your willing guide, some les^es, to where King Louis 

With the stout Earl is lying. 

YOUNG HENRY. 

Be it so. 
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BECKET. 

A thousand English lords and knights, my liege, 
Already eagerly await you there, 
Prepared to swear a true allegiance to you 
As the sole King of England — the third Henry. 
You, noble Cardinals, proceed to Gisors ; 
Acquit you of your mission — fruitless, though, 
We're well assured, 'twill prove. 

ELEANOR. 

Why now, indeed, 
I know thee for a king. Thou shalt away, 
And shew thyself such to the world. Be bold 
And politic, nor spare promises. — My Sovereign ! 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 

A state apartment in the castle of Gisors, in 

Normandy. 

Enter Osoffry. 

GEOFFRY. 

In faith, 'tis a strange world ! — A mighty King, 

Returning, to his own good castle and — 

What should be — to his very heart of home, 

Met by no greeting but a rough demand 

To part his office with a stripling ! — Humph ! — 

These walls within my memory were not wont 

To be thus silent. — No one ? Ho ! What, ho ! — 

Scarcely a pennon on the-battlements, 

A lance before the portal, or a voice 

(Save Echo's) to return our warlike challenge, — 

Troubled and downcast looks in the few menials. 

Stealthy as spectres, and as resolute 

To shun discourse, that skulk from hall to hall ! 

{Enter Humet, 
How now, Sir Richard ? 



k 
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HUMET. 

Have you nothing heard, 
That thus, my Lord, you leisure find for musing ? 

OEOFFRY. 

I have had speech of no one — What's the matter ? 

HUMET. 

The Queen, they say, is fled — the fiery Prince 
Not here retum*d — the enemy on the border — 
Revolt within the land.-— 

OEOFFRY. 

Hold, ere you come 
To tell of the great doom ! — Where is the King? 

HUMET. 

Still in his armour, in the outer ward. 
Issuing swift orders, with stern hasty speech, 
To bring up suddenly from the Flemish marches 
His twenty thousand black Hainaulters. 

OEOFFRY. 

Hearken ! — 
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Fled, did you say ? And whither fled ? 

HUMET. 

I know not. 



GEOFFRY. 

Rash boy, and phrensied woman ! — Here he comes : 
He is deeply moved. 

Enter King Henry, {speaking, as he enters, to 

some one without,) 

KING HENRT. 

Ay, let her go to Louis, 
Whom once she left for us — 'would she ne'er had ! 
Our care looks not to her. — Tis the first time 

[Attendants take off his armour. 
A weight of steel wearied Plantagenet. 
— Can they be right ? They think that we decline. 
Son Geoffry, look on us. 

GEOFFRY. 

I look ; and see 
A very noble King, in form, gait, feature — 
What means your Grace ? 
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KIKO HENRY. 



Say, is this arm grown feeble ? 
These limbs — has age unstrung them ? 

OEOFFRY. 

You have given 
Your foes, my liege, but little cause to think so. 

KIKO HEKRT. 

In which of all our acts have men remarked 
The coming on of dotage ? Who hath known 
Our will start from its bent, or seen this frame 
Stretched on a day-light couch? If none, why seek they 
To strip us of our function ere yet Nature 
Write our divorce, and pale Infirmity 
Conduct these tottering feet from camps and halls 
To cells, where old men, being one-half dead. 
Dream life's dull fraction out — to this bent back, 
Stripped of the ringing mail and regal ermine, 
Offering the hair-cloth of the penitent? — Give I 
Give ? We have too much given. There *s not a son 
Of ours, but has more honours, rule, revenue. 
Than fit his years. 
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[Enter De Barre and another Baron, 
So — thou art come, old man ! 
Thy story. 

DE BARRE. 

'Tis a painful one, my liege. 

KING HENRY. 

The vainer were all preface — to the point. 

DE BARRE. 

My Lord, the Queen 

KING HENRT. 

We hear, she is at Sens : — 
Knowst thou aught else of her ? 

DE BARRE. 

Nothing. 

KING HENRT. 

Report 
That only which lay in thy charge to know. 



— J 
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DE BARRE. 

Louis and Flanders—-^ 



KIKO HENRY. 

Are prepared for : speak 



But of our son. 



DE BARRE. 



He's in the enemy's camp 
With the Priest Becket, Chester, and many more, 
That have revolted from your Grace to him. 

KINO HENRY. 

Madman ! thou dar'st not say it ? 

DE BARRE. 

' Would I could not ! 

BARON. 

As soon as we perceived his Highness* purpose, — 
Finding that our entreaties nothing weighed 
To incline him from it, — we, in our course of duty, 
Returned to render up our offices. 

E 
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KIKG HENBT. 

An ever-clinging curse lie on the souls 

Of that foul Priest and shameless Eleanor ! — 

Clear — clear as noon ! Mark you but how this squares 

With the insulting boy's demands to-day. 

Would he have dared to bid us halve our crown» 

Unless set on by those who knew such claim 

Must needs encounter instant, sharp repulse ; 

That therewith they might colour their intent 

To snatch the whole by force ? 

Why stand ye, friends. 
Bending those sad, compassionate looks on us ? 
We know the worst, nor should a king be pitied : — 
Leave grief to us — be your thoughts fixed on vengeance! 

GEOFFRT. 

Spoke like my royal father ! We'll not fail 
To beat these rebels, with their monkish Louis, 
The false Archbishop, Flanders, and the boy — 
My misled brother. 

KIKG HENRY. 

Vipers sting their bosoms ! 



Scene //.] BBCKBT. 51 

— Dearer than ever to my heart, dear boy ! 
The place be thine they have left vacant here. 

[Embracing him. 
Reared in the honourable bed of wedlock, 
His father's prayers for him checked by no blush, 
While Heaven seemed smiling on his watchful nurture, 
Yon bud, of richest promise, grows a weed — 
In soul a branded bastard ; while in thee. 
Slighted as sin's memorial, and left 
Almost to nature's rudest tutelage, 
I find that best legitimacy, faith 

And tenderness to thy blood's source. 

Away! 
No xhore of this. To horse, my lords ! to horse ! 
For one short hour we'll cheer us with the chase. 
Then back and don our war-gear. Once again. 
Ere he go down, we'll shew the sun his image 
A thousand-fold reflected in bright steel. 

[Exeunt all but Humet and Db Barre, 

D£ BARRE. 

A true descendant of the Conqueror, 
Who a fair province, with all its villages, 
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Castles, and farms, changed to a wilderness. 

That there unchecked he might pursue his sport! (^) 

HUMET. 

At such a time as this, a man would think 
The King had enemies enough to chase, 
And well might let the innocent stag live on. 

DE BARRE. 

Not while a hide of woodland owns him lord — 
Not though the rebels' lines skirted the forest ! 
War, gallantry, devotion, government. 
New laws, new conquests, learning, minstrelsy. 
Whatever man can do, or kings enjoy — 
Our life's employments all — cannot subdue 
The ever-moving, fresh activity. 
Mental and bodOy, peculiar to him. 



HUMET. 

•See, he returns ! 



DE BARRE. 

And with him two grave churchmen. 
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Re-enter Kino Henry j accompanied by the Legates, 

KING HENRY. 

Sirs, for these letters of his Holiness, 
They ill agree with powers of late conferred 
On yonder traitor by the reverend father ; 
Whereon proceeding, he hath excommunicated 
Our bishops and the chaplains of our household, 
With divers temporal lords. 

FIRST LEGATE. 

My Liege, by us 
The Pope engages to withdraw those powers. 
And to revoke each sentence so pronounced. 
Upon the banished Primate's restoration. 
Unburdened with conditions, to his see. 

KING HENRY. 

That shall be, when he stoops him to our laws 
Of England : until then, we dare the might 
Of the whole banded world to bring him in. 

SECOND LEGATE. 

Is this your royal answer ? 
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KING HENRT. 

We've no other. 
Before us have been many Kings of England 
Greater and less than we ; and she hath seen 
Some primates of as noble strain as Becket : 
Let him be pleased to shew us that submission 
The greatest of his predecessors yielded 
To but the poorest of ours ; then, by this head, 
Freely and honourably shall he return 
To his tall towers and wealthy glebes of Kent. 
Till then we stand upon our sovereign strength, 
Not doubting but the King of kings is with us. 
And tell our brother France, if he too need 
A messenger, it will more pleasure us 
To see a herald than a cardinal. 

[Exeunt Legates, 
Go after them, Humet, and give them gold : 
The good word of a cardinal and courtier — 
At least a Roman one — follows a gift. 

[Exit Humet. 
These fellows have half-robbed us of our sport — 
Once more, fair gentlemen, on, to the woods ! 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE III. 

A room in the convent of St, Columba, Eleanor^ 

Idonea, 

ELEANOR. 

But why this sadness ? Did not their gallant parting 
Prophesy victory ? That brave array 
Of knights — the bearing of the yquthful King — 
The native greatness in thy brother*s eye, 
Bright with the memory-— I so interpret him-— 
Of other years, when he too bore a lance ;— 
These should have banished melancholy, not 
Have caused it. «^ 

IDONEA. 

Madam, I am bold ; but you 
Have given my tongue this license, and my heart 
Is full. I know what courage, leaders, numbers, 
Are on our side ; yet, like inevitable 
Fast-clinging fate the impression lies on me, 
That all will not end well. I have heard speak 
Of war by those well skilled in it, who said,—- 
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My brother, too, oft joined in that opinion, — 
Your royal husband — may I not say, the King ? — 
Is an unequalled soldier ; and his means, 
Though weakened by this long unhappy quarrel. 
The mightiest wielded by a Christian monarch. 

ELEANOR. 

The ingenuity of apprehension 
To justify its fears ! — It is not so. 

IDONEA. 

Why am I sad ? Alas ! Could I forget 
My brother's danger, still must I feel keenly 
The sin, or the misfortune, of this war. 
When was it known till now, though violence 
Shook all the world without, that gentle peace 
Forsook the sanctuary ? Strife now inyades 
The holiest places; and our holiest men, 
Drawn by the general madness, or else driven 
By stark necessity, pursue good ends 
In most unhallowed and most fatal ways. 

ELEANOR. 

Thou art the very spirit of moralizing. 
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IDONEA. 

Why am I sad ? Forgive me, madam, if 
I ask how you can boast a heart at ease, 
Who must, whate*er the event, behold a son 
The victor of your husband, or your husband 
In bloody battle vanquish his own child ? 

ELEANOR. 

True, true : *tis as thou sayst — what then ? such evils 
Are things too current in the fate of princes. 
To call for wonder. While War smears his forehead 
In the commingling blood of enemies. 
Here you and I will house, content as birds 
That, having ne'er known freedom, never feel 
The need of it— And, by my father's dukedom, 
Here's news at hand to cheer us !— — 

[Enter Reginald* 
Reginald, 
Thou com'st not from the battle ! All too trim. 
Fair, and unruffled is thy equipage 
For one fresh from the dust and gore of conflict. 
They 've not encountered ? 



58 BECKST. [Act IL 



REGINALD. 

Still, when I set forth, 
The battle-signal was delayed — I trust. 
Is yet. 

ELEANOR. 

Where left you our brave son ? 

REGINALD. 

I come 
To bring you to him, lady. — 

Haste pleads for me. 
If I omit all preface and such greetings 
Due to your Grace and this your sweet companion, 
As would befit the nicer ear of peace, 
Uttering mine errand with a soldier's bluntness. 

ELEANOR. 

The summons, sir, is welcome. To say truth, 
We were banning to grow weary here. — 
You'll not refuse to go ? 

IDONEA. 

No ; if so please you. 



._„J 
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REGINALD. 

I am appointed for your guard to Rouen, 
Before whose walls the English wait for us. 
Make no delay, lest me you make forsworn ; 
For I have vowed to take no loiterer's part 
In this high venture, I espouse — for love ! 



[Exeunt, 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I. 

Rouen, A public square. 

Groups of citizens rush in tumultuously , and fill the 

distant parts of the stage. 

Enter King Henry and Geoffry armed, the 
Archbishop of York, the Bishops of London 
and Salisbury, Baliol, De Barre, Tracy, 
MoREFiLLE, Breton, and other Barons, Knights, 
and Soldiers. 

Citizens shout — 
Long live our Duke ! Long live the true King Henry ! 

KING HENRY. 

Thanks, friends and fellow-soldiers ! for those names 
Embrace you all — and by those names we thank you. 
A happy victory shall this be called, 
And bravely won ; nor will we dare ascribe it 



.^ 
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To .our sole strength ; but, presently attend us. 
While in the High Church of delivered Rouen, 
We hang these captive ensigns o*er the altar. 
In token that the hand of Heaven was with us. 
Some strife we've passed to-day ; but a worse trial 
Remains behind. — Bring in the prisoners. 

[Officers lead in Young Hen by ^ Reginald ^ 
and others f prisoners, 

GEOFFRY (aside to B A Lion). 

Now shall you see the father ^ in excess 
Of tenderness, undo what the great King 
By policy and valour hath achieved. 

KINO HENRY. 

Nay, hold — and kneel not ! Know, thou art a King. 
Stand up, and answer for thyself, as man 
Answers his equal. Say, how have we wronged thee, 
That thus, confederate with thy natural foes, 
Thou dost appear in arms against thy father ? 
Speak, boy — speak boldly. 

YOUNO HENRY. 

Father, I have no words 
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To extenuate my great crime. Within your breast, 

Royally merciful, I feel there sits 

An advocate that pleads for me, even now, 

More warmly than I dare : to its still voice 

I leave my cause — do with me as thou wilt. 

KING HEVRT. 

Poor child ! thy passionate haste 

To snatch the crown, by peaceful lineal right 

Already thine, proves thee too little apt 

Duly to scan the heavy load which lies 

Upon the King's worn brow ; the occasion argues 

Thy father, Henry, of a foolish deed. 

We in our youth were witness to the ills 

Of unassured succession to the throne ; 

Whence, being mindful ever to advance 

Our kingdom's weal, far mcnre than to exalt 

Our personal state, we sought, in crowning thee, 

To settle the still-wavering minds of men. 

So blindly did we lift thee up the tree, 

Trusting thy untried virtue to resist 

The glittering prize. But thou had'st other tempters 

Besides the hasty passions of thy youth. 

We know not why that God will haye it so — 
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'Tis, doubtleM, for some sin — that from the two 
Most natural affections of man's heart, — 
Indulgence to a wife, trust in a friend, — 
Our heaviest woes should spring. -*— 

Patience, awhile: 
For all our sakes, we at this time will spare 
That shameless woman. Yet, remember, son, 
We do not speak as if their wickedness. 
No, nor our weakness — call it such — excused 
Thy wilful fault. Treason is not less treason. 
But rather shews the blackest, when the traitor 
Has deepest interest in the invaded throne, 
As sui were treble guilt in an archangel. 
— Resume thy sword. But draw it not again. 
Until a better cause demand it forth. 

YOUNG HENRY. 

This goodness is too much-*-it crushes me. 
Oh, let me not be pardoned, generous father. 
Till on my knees I have renewed my oath 
Of fealty ! 

KINO HENRY. 

Too many oaths — no more. 
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For these unthankful men — when thou shalt reign, 

If aught thou prize thine and thy kingdom's peace, 

Bow their aspiring heads, that soar too high 

Betwixt the oppressed people and the King, 

On either side casting a deadly shade — 

Suspicion on the sovereign, wretchedness 

Upon the commons. Mark them, dost thou hear ? 

And let them feel the curb. 

Ye have our leave 

To sail for England, noble gentlemen ! 

Give each his sword, and let them go unransomed. 

— Begone ! we'll hear you not : 'tis not our mood 

To brook the utterance of your thoughts — Away ! 

[Exeunt Barons and Knights^ Reginald 

about to follow. 

No, Reginald, not thou : we hold suspended 
A further judgment over thee. — Remain. 

ARCHBISHOP OF YORK {CLSide). 

Why he excepted ? 

BALIOL. 

He was his special servant — 
His favoured knight and trusted chamberlain. 
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KINO HENRY. 

Son Henry, we remember, 

When I and thou met on the way to Gisors, 

A part of thy demands — but roughly urged, 

And (shall I own ?) with stinted kindness met — 

Regarded thy revenue ; which, thou said'st. 

Befitted ill the expectant of a throne — 

Far worse, a crowned King. — Did'st thou not say so? 

YOUNG HENRY. 

Oh, father, spare me ! 

KING HENRY. 

Never more *twixt us 
Come strife from hence. Twelve castles shalt thou have, 
In England six, six in fair Normandy, 
With meet domains of land and villages. 
Chosen from among the best. For thy retinue 
Thou shalt have thrice a hundred mail-clad knights. 
Supported at our charge. — Art thou content? 

YOUNG HENRY (aside). 
Oh, what a heart had I to join his foes ! 
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GEOFFRY {to BaLMOL). 

Thou 8ee*8t, 'tis as 1 said. 

Enter a Knight. 



KNIGHT. 

My liege, the Queen 



Approaches. 



KING HENRY. 



We were willing to forget her. — 
Lead her to the castle \ We will not have her here 
Make public her great shame. No woman's clamour 
Shall mar the music of our mercy. — Ha ! 

[Exit Knight. Cries are heard without — 
" Becket, Becket ! " " Way for the 
Archbishop!** Sfc. 
What have we here ? By Heaven ! of all men else, 
The very man that, in this pleasant hour 
Of reconcilement, we had wished to shun ! 

[Enter Becket, in his pontifical robes, with 
the two Legates, followed by Herbert ; the 
cross borne before. 
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FIRST LEGATE. 

Yet be persuaded to a milder mood. 

SECOND LEGATE. 

'Twill better serve. 

BECKET. 

Away ! and dog me not. 

KING HENRY. 

Traitor ! what seek'st thou here ? 

fiECKET. 

No traitor, King : 
What here I seek, these Legates can inform thee. 

KING HENRY. 

They had our final will three days ago. 

FIRST LEGATE. 

Victorious Henry ! know, the Pope our master 
Is patient with the erring. Once more, therefore, 
He asks by us, will you receive in peace 
His Grace of Canterbury ? 
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KING HEKRT. 

Of his own will 
He left us : let him so return — we care not. 

SECOND LEGATE. 

This is no answer. Will your Highness promise 
Full restitution to his rights and honours ? 

KING HENRY. 

On such conditions as ye know already. 

ARCHBISHOP OF YORK. 

Brother, I blush for thee, and tremble too. 

BECKET. 

Avoid ! thou tainted excommunicate ! 

KING HENRY. 

Good friends, withdraw a space ; for we would argue 
This business with our rebel more in private. 

[All but the King and Becket retire towards 
the back of the stage. 
What is the reason that you beard me thus, 
Who have been ever full of love to you ? 
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BECKET. 

Indeed it seemed so, while { served your ends. 

KINO HENRY. 

Studying the Church's with the general weal, 
I sought o'er all degrees of my good people 
To rule with equal laws. 

BECKET. 

What to the people 
Was honourable justice, to the Church — 
Exempt by her divine prerogatives 
From temporal sway — was tyranny. 

KINO HENRY. 

More tyranny 
Lies in that claim. But grant, this liked you not — 
Instead of sweet and modest admonition, 
You have assailed me most intemperately 
With terms and deeds as little savouring 
A 8ubject*s faith as a good bishop's patience. 

BECKET. 

Patience ! that word to one so deeply injured 
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Writes tyrant on his brow who uses it. 
I was driven firom my country by oppression — 
I and my friends and liegemen. Not a soul. 
That owed me love or service, but was sent 
(And thou namest patience !) naked into exile — 
Men, women, children. Thy officers spared not 
The mother, with her babe that scarce had witnessed 
The light of one brief morn, nor the crutched sire. 
Whose life the nursing tenderness of love 
Could not keep in, a winter. — My revenues 
Were seized for the state's service. 

KING HENRY. 

This, not we. 
But the just laws decreed, when here you came 
To hatch us enemies. Against your King — 
Your brother, more than King — who hath loaded you 
With benefits unexampled, as they are 
Evil requited ; who, from a low estate, 
Raised you to honour, to peculiar favour, 
Gave up to you his house's rule — almost 
His kingdom's sceptre, — recklessly ambitious, 
Mindless of blood and the swollen brood of misery 
That wait on war ; you have combined the strength 
Of one half Europe. 
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BECKET. 

For a holy purpose- 



Else were it ill done. 



KINO HENRY. 

This not yet enough. 
You have brought Rebellion to our hearth and bed ; 
Have armed the son against the father ; yea, 
The partner of the throne against her lord 
With malice have inflamed. 

BECKET. 

What I have done 
Was for no private end — I bear this burden 
As the unworthy servant of the Lord. 
Do you complain ? Cannot your Grace remember, 
Unwillingly I took this office ? Thrice, 
Urging distrust of my own fitness, I 
Refused ; and when your importunity 
At length prevailed, I had a choice to make, 
I said, between my duty to my God 
And that you laid on me — as frankly adding, 
You could not doubt my preference. 
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KINO HEKRT. 

Thou said'st so- 
But spak*8t in mockery. 

BECKET. 

From a humble state, 
You say, you raised me — I deny it not, 
Nor thankless nor ashamed ; for I would be 
Rather of those few whom their own great souls 
Ennoble, than the sapless, shrunken limb 
Of a much-honoured trunk. 

KING HENRY. 

These machinations 
Defeated by the hand of Heaven, you have 
Abused the spiritual weapons of your order. 
Such ill to work us as with mortal arms 
You have essayed in vain. *Tis told us, not 
Content to interdict us from our friends 
And needful servants, our anointed person 
You now presume to menace. 

BECKET. 

Thou remember'st me, 
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Could I forget, that I am come not hither 
To interchange with thee a wordy quarrel. 

OEOFFRY {coming forward). 
Your Highness bears this insolence too long. 

KINO HENRY. 

Wc can be patient. Let him use his tongue — 
'Tis the priest's weapon. 

BRCKKT. 

It should have its turn 
To strike, then : yours to-day have not been idle, 
As many hundred ghastly carcasses 
On yonder field attest. Now give they place 
Awhile to ours. The keener sword I bear 
Slays soul and body both. — Hear me, proud King! 

KINO HENRY. 

Whatever thou wilt — so it be brief. 

BECKET. 

Here, then — 
God and thy people for the witnesses — 
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Will I let fall tlie long-suspended curse 
Upon thy kingdom and thy person. — Hither! 

[Herbert and Monks appear with lighted 
tapers. Great agitation among the Barons^ 
SfCy who now advance, and collect round 
the King and Becket. 
Let but these words find breath, — 

[Displaying the Papal Bull. 
Each English subject 
Is loosed from his obedience — duty, oaths. 
And loyal love, made sacrilege. No bell 
Shall call the living to the house of prayer, 
Nor grace the unsainted burial of the dead ; 
No babe shall be baptised ; each holy office, 
Each hallowed thing, will fly the land (razed out 
From Christendom), and to the rage of demons 
Leave it, and men accurst, the prey of demons. 

KING HENRY. 

A dreadful malediction ! 

GEOFFRY. 

Men of England ! 
Will ye stand by while this pride-bloated churchman 
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Insults your King and you ? 



[Great murmurs. 



BECKET. 

Monarch — thou shak'st I 
— No marvel — being mortal, though a king; 
Since we ourself, whose righteous cause it is. 
Under high Heaven — its chosen delegate — 
Have wept a thousand tears at this hour's prospect, 
And sighed away long days and nights in prayer. 
That He whose hand contains the hearts of kings 
Would soften thine to do us rightful justice, 

Without the appliance of this argument. 

But, while we trifle. Justice frowns. — Unroll ! 

[ Unfolding the parchment, 

GEOFFRY. 

Why force ye not this frantic fellow hence ? 

[Some of the Barons prepare to seize Beoket, 
Several voices, at the same time, crying out, 
** Strike the traitor down /" " Kill hifn r 
** Down with the priest !" Sfc» 

KING HENRY. 

Hold !— Stay a little. Peace ! 
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BECKET. 

Brave warriors ! 
Your swords against a Bishop — unattended, 
Unarmed 

KING HENRT. 

Grood friends, a little space retire 
Once more. [They fall back again, 

Man of a strange nature ! thou 
Spakest of tears — is't possible, thine eyes 
Can melt still ? 

BECKET. 

Often my heart melts for thee. 

KING HENRY. 

Could*st thou persuade me that 



Oh, Becket ! Becket ! 
Were not those days sweet — let thy heart reply. 
If, as thy words import, it is not yet 
Quite frozen by that breath of bad ambition 
Which seeks to sit apart and tyrannise 
Men's souls — when we two lived as creatures bom 
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Of the same mother, in the gelf-same hour ? 

When we^ laying aside our state, but not, 

We trust, our dignity, and thou relying 

On consciousness of worth and confidence 

Of love, our sports, our meals, our studies — almost 

Our inmost thoughts and hopes — we shared together ? 

BECKET. 

With thee it rests — nor were the achievement hard — 
Once more to make us to each other all 
We e*er have been, and to the troubled world 
Give peace. 

KING HENRY. 

What would'st thou ? 

BECKET. 

Utter but one word. 

KING HENRY. 

Speak it for us. 

BECKET. 

Say but. Return in Peace ; 
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KING HENRT. 

Of his own will 
He left us : let him so return — we care not. 

SECOND LEGATE. 

This is no answer. Will your Highness promise 
Full restitution to his rights and honours ? 

KING HENRT. 

On such conditions as ye know already. 

ARCHBISHOP OF YORK. 

Brother, I blush for thee, and tremble too. 

BECKET. 

Avoid ! thou tainted excommunicate ! 

KING HENRY. 

Good friends, withdraw a space ; for we would argue 
This business with our rebel more in private. 

[All but the King and Becket retire towards 
the back of the stage. 
What is the reason that you beard me thus, 
Who have been ever full of love to you ? 



H 
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BBCKET. 

Indeed it seemed to, while ( served your ends. 



KINO HENRY. 



Studying the Church's with the general weal, 
I sought o'er all degrees of my good people 
To rule with equal laws. 

BECKRT. 

What to the people 
Was honourable justice » to the Church — 
Exempt by her divine prerogatives 
From temporal sway — was tyranny. 

KINO Iir.NRY. 

More tyranny 
Lies in that claim. But grant, this liked you not — 
Instead of sweet and modest admonition, 
You have assailed me most intemperately 
With terms and deeds as little savouring 
A subject*s faith as a good bishop's patience. 

nECKET. 

Patience ! that word to one so deeply injured 
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— Do you approve what's done ? We're sure you do. 

Finding the Archbishop in this pliant mood, 

We should be guilty of such sourness as 

We are falsely charged withal, if we should now 

Refuse to be appeased. For, noble friends, 

The better part of the prerogative 

Of kings is — they with honour may be first 

To pardon ; and, as in all things else, so most 

In Christian charity to take precedence. 

FIRST LEGATE. 

Give him the embrace of peace, my Liege, in token 
There's nothing hollow in this reconcilement. 

KING HENRY. 

Not now. Sir Legate : we are bound by oath, 
Never to give it save on English ground. 
In England we will humbly kiss his hands — 
His feet, if it be needful ; but not here. — 
Now, to return our general thanks to Heaven, 
Then close the day with feast and merriment. 

[Exeunt King Henry, Young Henry, 
Geoffry, Sfc. Sfc. — Becket, Herbert, 
and Legates, remain — the first apart, musing. 
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FIRST LEOATR. 

Mark you his moody air ? 

SECOND LEGATE. 

His spirits are cowed, 
Now the storm's hushed — so 'tis with violent natures. 
When tempests are abroad and the heat rages, 
The lion walks about, they say, in all 
His pride ; but grows more tame and spiritless 
When heaven and earth are tempered more serenely. 

BECKET. 

What do they call this spot, my honest Herbert ? 

HERBERT. 

My Lord, I've heard it named — the Traitor's Field, 

BECKET. 

An ominous name — an ominous name. 

SECOND LEGATE. 

Why ominous ? 
What thinks your Grace the name portends ? 

o 
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BECKET. 

My Lords, 
Your occupation here is at an end : 
The King hath granted, we accepted, all 
You came to aric. — He is the gpreater still — 
And grants ; we the inferior — and accept. 
Therefore, meseems, there's nothing now remains 
But that you bear our greeting to King Louis, 
And give a true report of this day's business. 

FIRST LEGATE. 

No other message ? 

BECKET. 

Even such a blessing. 
To my thanks added, as may compensate — 
If I am not a bankrupt quite with Heaven — 
The loss which France this day has borne for me. 

[Exeunt Legates. 
He has me now — mastered in every way ; 
In firmness, power, and magnanimity, 
Successively proved second. — 
And I must trust him without confidence ; 
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Love, and yet fear him ; feeling my own mind 

Was formed to sway the mightiest, stoop — to his! 

Oft was I 

Inly forewarned, but still repelled the thought. 

I might have read my fate with prophets* eyes, 

But that I winked the truth. In our light hours 

Of early confidence, some sudden chafe 

Would ofttimes spring, some quick contention, wherein 

He had the mastery ever. I remember 

Once, mainly, how the shadow of this strife 

Threw its foreboding darkness on my soul.— 

'Twaswhen-— 'in London ^- 

Like brethren, side by side we rode, well pleased 

Each with the other's sportive talk — our followers 

Few, and at distance. By the way«side sat 

A houseless vagrant, naked to the blasts 

Of winter, in that chill and humid clime. 

** Would it not be a blessed charity,'* 

Cried Henry then, '' to clothe yon shivering wretch 

From these sharp airs V^ I answered, '' 'Twould be so ;** 

And praised the thought, as from a noble mind. 

'' So be it," he replied ; and therewithal 

His strong hand in mine ermined robe of office 

He grappled, and pulled stoutly. I resisted. 
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But half in jest, what he, not wholly 80, 

Attempted — when the golden clasp gave way. 

And as I marked the ribald populace. 

Whom wonder had collected, gaping on, 

And the fierce shame rose to my brow, I thought — 

Yet scarcely was it thought — through the thrilFd brain, 

A pictured prophecy ^ the image passed — 

That, one day, with the might of mine own mind. 

Stronger than it, I his authority 

Should so strip off, and to the suffering Church, 

Naked and beggared by him, offer it. 

When presently, like an o'ermastering spell. 

The dread froze up my heart, that my ambition 

Had forced a presage of defeat and scorn 

Into a flattering lie. — Must it even end so ? 

[Exit. 
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SCENE II. 

A banquet halL The King seated at the tahle^ BeO" 
KET on his right hand^ the AROBBiauop of York 
on his left ; Barons^ ^c^ in the order of their pre- 
cedence. 

KINO HENRY. 

Is it even so, Archbishop ? You are g^wn 
Indeed ascetic. Well, though you refuse 
The revel and the wine-cup, we'll find for you 
Fit entertainment yet. 

BfiCKET. 

My Liege — 
[The King makes a sign to an officer ^ who goes out. 

Your pardon. 
[Going : Idonea is led in, 

KINO HENRY. 

Forgive us, gentle lady, that in a scene 
Unmeet, perhaps, for maiden presence, we 
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Ezpoee your beauty to unwonted gazers — 
Our purpose shall amend this courtesy. 

IDONEA. 

Your Majesty sent for me. 

KING HENRY. 

We are not ignorant 
Of your deep interest in this day's events ; 
Nor would we leave you cause to look but coldly 
Upon our laurels. 

BECKET {askle). 

Is it come to this ? — 
What, doth he use my sister to make sport 
For his rude soldiers in their wassail ? Ha ? 

KING HENRT. 

One thing remains, to close a happy day 
With full content to all. — Come hither to us, 
Ranald Fitzurse. — 

[Reginald kneels. 
In this revolt, to-day 
Happily ended, was no soul engaged 
That had less cause for what he did than thou. 
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RBOINALD. 

Most gracious sovereign, I deny it not. 

KIMO HENRY. 

Nor one in whom we placed more confident trust : — 
We will be madly generous, giving most 
Where least desert appears. We have been a suitor, 
Before, for thee, with Becket. This once more — 
And now, we trust, in an auspicious moment — 
Let us plead for thee, — Is there not, Archbishop, 
A kind of covenant betwixt your Grace 
And this brave knight? 



HKCK£T. 

My Liege- 



KING HENHV. 

Nay, no denial : 
He hath discharged his bond to you ; and now 
The rest is yours. Do you consent to give him 
The hand of your fair sister ? Why do you pause ?— 
— Trust me, he'll prove more true to marriage oaths. 
Than he of late hath been to loyalty. 
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BECKET. 

He has my promise. Let him, at Canterbury, 
Soon as we are arrived there, claim his bride — 
He shall not find me false. 

KING HENRY. 

Rise, Reginald ! 
Such goodness and such loveliness should match 
A nobler fortune than a barren knighthood : 
We'll make thee, when thou wed*st, an English Earl, 
And dower thy countess as befits that title. 

REGINALD (oside). 

O blush for ever, brow ; and, eyes, look down ! — 
How shall I say — I thank you ? 

KING HENRY. 

Not in words — 
Let Xh^ fidelity henceforth speak for thee. 

BECKET. 

With your good leave 

[Exit with Idonea 
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KIKO HENRY. 

Good night. A health, once more. 
Brave friends ! ** Earl Reginald and the fair Idonea !'' 

[Scene closes. 



SCENE III. 



An apartment in the castle at Rouen. 
Reginald f Idonsa. 

IDONEA. 

Why do you look lo wild ? 



KEOINALD. 

That place of feasting 
To me was insupportable. Methought 
The countenance of every guest glared on me. 
With looks that called me — Traitor, The loud laugh. 
That circled as they drank to victory, 
Rung in my keen ear like a pointed scorn. 



90 BEGKET. [Act III. 

Their viands seemed to me my mangled honour ; 
The wine-cup poisoned — blackening with my shame ! 

IDONEA. 

Alaft ! to take things thus is utter madness. 

REGINALD. 

I have been walking on the guarded walls. 
That the night-breeze might cool me ; but there, too, 
Each sight, each' sound, recalled the morning's strife. 
My treachery and defeat. 

IDONEA. 

Thy victory, 
Thou shouldst have thought — What couldst thou more 

have gained 
Hadst thou been conqueror ? 

REGINALD. 

OGod! 

IDONEA. 

Nay, hear me. 
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REGINALD. 

I saw the lights that, twinkling here and there 
About the field, shewed where sad wretches sought 
Fathers or brothers fallen ; or ruffian prowlers 
Rifled the dead. The air laboured with groans ; 
And, as I looked up towards the sickly moon 
That overhung the place, the very clouds 
Which rolled their melancholy fragments o'er 
Her disc, were stained with the upreeking gore 
Of slaughter ; — slaughter of his friends— of mine, 
Slain by these hands : Oh Henry ! Henry ! Henry ! 

IDONEA. 

Hath he not pardoned thee ? A full forgiveness 
From one that hath been injured, cancels all 
The fault, which then should be no more remembered, 
Save in our secret conferences with Heaven. 

REGINALD. 

Thou speak'st of — Lady, the stained shield of knighthood 
Not words can blazon fresh — nor his, nor thine. 
When I before the King, in yonder hall. 
Knelt, nor once dared look up to meet his eye ; 
And when he wrung that promise from thy brother,-*- 
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While there I knelt abashed, and cursed my crime, 
Deeply I Yowed never to claim it of him, 
Until by some unthought achievement, worthy 
My fame and thee, — some unattempted service, — 
Some high, some dangerous, some heroic duty, — 
I shall have proved to thee — the King — to all 
The world — I am not wholly base and fallen ! 

IDONEA. 

This is the superstition, not the pure, 
Plain, manly faith of honour. 

REGINALD. 

Lost, oh, lost. 
Henceforth, the name high in the spotless lists 
Where Chivalry earth*s brightest has enrolled ! 
The sun will blush to look upon my crest. 
And slaves may strike at my dishonoured spurs ! 

IDONEA. 

How sooner than I feared, my prophecy. 
Uttered — dost thou remember ? — when we met 
In St. Columba*s cloister, has proved true ! 
Did I not say, you would repent the hour 
You were surprised into disloyalty ? 
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REGINALD. 

'Would I had heeded thee ! 

IDONEA. 

Then do so now. 
Happiness woos thee — shun her not; nor live 
Slave to a dream — or, less, the world's opinion. 

REGINALD. 

'Tis not within thy scope to judge of this. 

Would'st have me take thee, with this recreant hand 

Uncleansed, at the altar ? When the King presents thee, 

Shamed with the blush of a rewarded rebel. 

Hang down my head, nor dare receive thee boldly ? 

Rather, fair as thou art, would I renounce 

The hope — that made me mad.*— Away ! 

[Exit. 

IDONEA. 

Oh Heaven ! 
Can this be possible ? Now do I feel 
How impious it was, beneath a roof 
Dedicate to Religion to nurse Love 
In the divided heart, half earth's, half God*8. 

[Exit. 
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ACT IV. 



SCENE I. 

An apartment in the castle at Rouen. 

Kino Hrnby^ Bsomcst, Osoffby^ Bamjol, 

HbrbbbTj ^c. 

king henrt. 

No. — We have said already. . In England^ where 
These newly-healed contentions had their birth, 
Shall the last seal be set of reconcilement : 
And so farewell. 

BECKET. 

Since you will have it so, 
My liege, I take my leaye. 

KIliG HENRT. 

We mean to follow. 
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As soon as these affairs will give us license. 
My Lord of Lincoln, let it be your business 
To furnish needful escort for the Archbishop 
To Barfleur, with all requisites for travel. 

GEOFFRY. 

I *11 see it done. 

BECKET (aside)* 

No more ? 
There's something tells me [To the King. 
This parting should be solemn on both sides ; 
For 'tis the last time, I think verily. 
That we two in this world shall ever meet. 

KIKO HENRY. 

Why, man, dost take us for a traitor, ha ? 

BECKET. 

Now, Ood forbid ! 

KIKO HENRY. 

Why then we'll meet again — 
At Canterbury ; and so, once more farewell. 

[Exeunt all but Bscket and Herbert. 
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B£CKET. 

Stilly daBhed as 'tis with coldness, here's too much 
Of the free cordial tone of former years, 
For me to own, frankly, without remorse. 
To my own heart, how it hath learned to hate him. 
—To England?— Well! to England ! be it so. 
Methinks these foreign skies no longer feed 
My soul with genial warmth, as was their wont. 
It is as if a winter's breath had blasted 
My resolved mind : I do grow weary here, 
Where all things hourly bring to my remembrance 
My suffering, and my defeated struggle. 
Come, then, my honest Herbert, we'll to England ! 
When I shall tread once more that vigorous soil — 
My country — for I with these Normans own 
No kindred — 'twill renew my spirit's freshness. 
There's yet one cast to make for life or death — 
Say, wilt thou share the hazard ? 

HERBERT. 

Good my Lord, 
Do you not think the King means fair by you ? 
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BBCKET. 

Fair ? Ay ! and false. We let each other see, 
Even by our anxious seeming to be friends, 
How for mistrust and hatred still divide us. 

Enter a Messenger, who delivers letters to Bsoket, 

Why, so I — the sole assurance I required 
Still to assert myself the tiling I am ; 

Enter Idonsa. 

And to the easily forgetful world 
Give proof that Becket lives yet. 

IDONEA. 

My dear brother^ 
The Queen goes hence to-day, and I with her. 

BECKET. 

'Tis sudden— yet 'tis best. A kind farewell. 

IDOKEA. 

For this brief separation fain would I 

Have ta*en a tearless one ; — which I, indeed, 

H 
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Feel due to your changed fortunes. 

BECKET. 

Changed beyond 
Relief from tears. 



IDOKEA. 

Yon are i^ain restored 
To all you prize-^power, station, the King's love ; 
And shortly will be to your English home. 
— ^What, is't not so? My brother, you're still sad. 
I knew such looks became a convent's shade, 
An exile's lot ; but thought, when peace returned, ^ 
And our loved native soil received us back. 
We should be gay as spring-tide. — I offend you. 

BECKET (Jke makes a sign to Herbert^ who retires). 
No, no, Idonea — for I know you love me. 

IDONEA. 

And therefore have I one request to urge, 
Ere I depart. 

. ' BECKET. 

Name it... 
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IDOKEA. 

It touches thee — 
Thy safety. Dp not thou return to England, 
But with the King. 

BECKET. 

What woman's fears are these ? 

IDONEA. 

I hear, the barons are still leagued against thee ; 
Thy mitred brethren dread thy presence ; danger, 
Even to thy life, is darkly hinted at 
By thy most seeming friends [She pauses, 

BECKET. 

Hast heard aught more ? 

IDOKEA. 

Deem me not superstitious, if I own 

My mind with dark forebodings is oppressed. 

Vexed have I been with dreams. Three several nights, 

In dim procession I have seen the forms 

Of the renowned martyrs of the faith. 
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I knew them, for each bore the instrument - 
Wherewith he sealed his witness — axes, saws, 
And crooked wheels with teeth of iron fonged, 
They bore ; and some were girt with livid flames, 
And all were gory, gaunt, and horrible. 

BECKET. 

Fancy's distemperate ! — And this was all ? 

IDOKEA. 

The first night, as the fearful troop marched by, 

I marked a space left in their ord^ed file. 

To which they pointed, at slow intervals 

Uttering in strange and various languages, 

Which yet I understood,' " Haw long ? How long ? 

** Why comes he not his destined place to claim?*' 

The second night, above that space appeared. 

Suspended in the air, a bloody sword ; 

From which as the rank drops distilled to earth, 

Those ghastly figures pointed, as before. 

Then smiled, and passed away. But yesternight 

BECKET. 

Ilisten— Well? 
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IDOKBA. 

Thou wert amon^ them — thou ; 
Thy stately figure filled the place, till then 
Left vacant; aiid I saw — I cannot speak it I— > 

BECKET. 

Calm thee : — thou see'st I smile. 

IDONEA. 

That bloody sword 
Transfixed thy temples, by a hand directed 
Which then no longer seemed a hand, but wore 
The likeness of a face — the very face 
. Of Reginald. 

BECKET. 

Of Reginald ? 

IDONEA. 

I shrieked ; 
Whilst thou, methought, in falling drew me down 
Within thy pall, and both together perished. 
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BECK£T. 

This dream, my sister, may be but the birth 
Of fancy in thee (feverish and o'erwrooght 
With late events, so much unlike the calm 
And dully unvaried tenour of past years,) 
Made more impressible by fond concern 
For thy poor brother — I say, it may be so. 
But it may also be Heaven's hand foreshewing 
A danger, which, thus warned, we may avoid. 
At least, we will be prudent : we can hazard 
Nothing by best precautions. 

1 DONE A. 

Then be heedful. 

BECKET. 

My care shall answer to thy love — or fear. 
-—And, well remembered : you may do some service 
In England for me — shall it be so ? 

IDOKEA. 

Surely 
Thou can'st not doubt it, though it touched my life. 
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BECX2T. 

Here have I certain letters from the Pope, 
Renewing upon York, London, and Salisbury, 
With their associates, the late-cancelled sentence. 
These will ensure my safety, and confusion 
Scatter among my enemies in England, 
If ere I land they be delivered there. 

IDOVEA. 

But how, good brother, makes it for your safety, 
Of men so newly reconciled again 
To create enemies ? His Holiness knew not, then. 
You had made peace with Henry ? Oh, bethink you, 
If now you wound the hand you freely grasped, 
With you will rest the sin. 

BECKET. 

Be you content : — 
Suffice it, that the need is peremptory. 
And the end holy — leave the rest to us. 
But who will be the bearer of these letters, — 
The punishment being death by Henry's laws 
To laymen, to our Order loss of eyes ? 
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There are of these, would lightly hold their lives 
To do my Udding ; but unsearched no priest 
May land in any English port. 

IDONEA. 

Thou would'st 
Myself should bear them ? 

BECKET. 

'Twere a further proof 
Of thy affection for me— but no danger. 
None would suspect a woman, least of all 
The attendant of the Queen. 

IDONEA. 

Thou art wise dnd holy. 
Else should I pause ; but in that confidence 
I '11 be thy messenger. 

BECKET. 

Two Cii^tercian brethren, 
Worthy of trust, we *11 have attend on you ; 
To whom, being safe in England, give up these. 
Unquestioned then may they deliver them — 
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Before a hundred wltneates — in hall, 
Or camp, or by the altar's foot, if there 
They find the men. This deed shall place thy name 
Among those heroines of the elder time, 
Of whom earth was not worthy. Now, farewell : 
The holy Mary shield thee. Be it thy comfort. 
Her presence and thy brother's prayers go with thee. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 



A chamber in the tame castle. 



Oboffby^ Dm Barrb^ Tracy. 



TRACY. 



Is the priest gone ? 



OEOFFRY. 

Ay, sir. 

TRACY. 

Truly, I am not 
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Of those would wifh diemselTes in Eaglaad now. 
For love of his good compaay. 

GEOFF&Y. 

BeKke, then. 
This news from thence, though very deaiiy welcome 
To every English heart, rejoices you 
Beyond all others. 

TRACY. 

What news ? 

GEOPFRY. 

That the King 
Will not be needed home, as it was thought. . 
All now is quiet there — the bubble Leicester 
Is broken ; Bigod has been slain by Bohun. 

DE BARRE. 

Thou teirst thy story like some mountebank 
Of Italy, who doth suspend his current 
Of moving narrative in its mid course, 
Until the curious hearers buy the sequel. — 
What think you, sir, of this for a conclusion ? 
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—Malcolm of Scotland, with a hundred yotttfas. 
The jQower of arery noble hortliem house. 
Is by our countrymen ta'en prisoner 
At Alnwick. 

TRACY. 

Is this true? 

OEOFFRY. 

Within an hour 
The messenger that vouched it is arrived. 
I am among those cited to the council 
That's summoned to debate these joyful tidings, 

And must not prove a truant. 

[Exit. 

D£ BARRE. 

So adieu 
The last hope of the Archbishop from war. 

TRACY. 

Unless his presence should revive his fortuneis 
In England. 

D£ BARRE. 

England is grown weary of him, 
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With all his hollow and outworn pretensions. 
Trust me, no other course is left him now. 
But — stomach as he may a cold forgiveness. 
Methought, as he set forth, his looks betrayed 
The ruins of high hopes, not softened yet 
By time, but rugged from convulsion. 

TRACY. 

Went he 
In humble plight ? 

D£ BARB.E. 

So much so, that, remembering 
His days of greatness, I had well-nigh sighed 
At thinking I beheld the same proud man. 
Who formerly, upon his embassies 
To the French court, dazzled our wondering eyes 
With such a glorious equipage, and ranks 
Of plumed knights, like some great emperor. 

» 

During this speech Reginald enters, 
abstractedly, behind, 

TRACY. 

I pity him not — he hath thrown many lives 
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Away in bootless quarrel. Though a churchman. 
And one who uses the Pope's power, they say, 
As 'twere his own, what answer shall he make 
When summoned to account for all the souls 
Cut off in their fresh sins, through him, including 
Rebellion for his sake? 

DE BARRE. 

The brave Prince Henry, 
His chiefest victim, is fallen sick, overcome 
With shame and sorrow. 

TRACY. 

Who shall wonder at it ? 
A good heart cunningly betrayed ! His crime — 
Albeit the King, whose ii^onted clemency 
That day outwent itself, forgave him all — 
Was deadly. 

DE BARRE. 

Though his tempter did absolve him. 
With all besides who fought on either part, 
He thence received no comfort. 
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REGINALD (ostde). 

Not he only. 

TRACT {observing Reginald). 

It was Fitzane that spake. See, where he walks -^ 
He is another branch of Becket's blighting. 

D£ BARRE. 

Despite his earldom and affianced bride^ 

The shame of his rebellion and defeat, 

I have remarked, sit heavy on him. — Leave him. 

[Exeunt Db Babbe and Tbacy. 

REGINALD (coming foTwatd). 

Accursed traitor, — all men deem thee tainted ! 
This ancient babbler, with the silken boy. 
His trim companion, scouts me to my face. 

[Exit. 



1 
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SCENE III. 

A chamber in the tame* 
You NO Henry seated in a chair; Attendants, 

YOUKO HENRY. 

In youth to perish 

Is a fit expiation ! But to be 

Recorded to ill-judging after-times — 

To be writ down 9l filial refttf/'^this, 

And the dim judgment of that darker world 

I go to, 'tis that racks me. — 

Enter Kino Hbnry^ Oeoffby^ and Ds Bahre, 

Gracious father ! 
This fever hath overmastered me ; or I 
Would kneel before thee now, to beg forgiveness 
Of all my black offences, once again : — 
The last, I think, is done. 

XIKQ HENRY. 

My royal boy, 
Be cheerly ! — thou shalt live, and be a king. 
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YOUNG HENRT. 

I was too eager to be one ; my haste 
Defeated my own speed. But that is now 
All oyer. — Is the Queen arriyed in England? 

KING HEKRT. 

We hear so. 

YOUNG HENRY. 

Sire, commend me to her love ; 
She is a most fond mother — may she yet 
Be proved a gentle wife ! 

KING HENRY. 

My clinging curse 
Pursue her, for thy sake ! 

YOUNG HENRY. 

No more — no more ! 
Spare her; — that curse should fall on me alone. 
Had my unblest ambition not presented 
A greedy ear, her fondest arguments 
Had nought availed. 
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KINO HENRY. 

A woman and a priest 
Have made my life a hell, and murdered thee. 

YOUNG HENRY. 

For Becket, I believe him dangerous still. 
Slight his extorted oaths, look well to him ! 
— Hear me a little, father — dying words, 
Though from the young and evil, claim regard. 
Too much I loved that man— as thou didst once ; 
Too much revered him. Liberally endowed 
By nature with most rarely-lavished gifts, 
Had he been destined to a crown, he had 
Achieved a reign illustrious to all time. 

KINO HENRY. 

So did we rate him ever ; for which cause 
We placed him second only to the crown. 

YOUNO HENRY. 

A place too high, or low, for such a mind. 
Fixed to that second sphere in secular power, 
His checked ambition found another path ; 
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Seeking to rule the inner world of men — 

Their hopes, their will, their ignorance, their faith. 

KINO HENRY. 

You paint the man too true. 

GEOFFRY {ctside to Ds Barre). 

Can Henry talk thus — 
My light and wilful brother ? 

DE BARRE. 

Peace, and listen. 

YOUNG HENRY. 

To embody such aspirings the fit means 
Is Rome's soul-tyranny. Such was, then, the shape 
To which occasion moulded his huge passions. 
The boundless grasp of that untemporal sway. 
Which calls itself the master — not of a province, 
A kingdom, the whole earth — but bears a sceptre. 
Such is its boast, that reaches up to heaven 
And down to hell — he found so meetly matched 
With his aspiring faculties, that at length 
Tis grown into that madness, he mistakes 
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The daring wishes of his fiery soul 
For ordinances and oracles divine; 
And hence rebellion, perfidy, and blood, 
Are seemly in his eyes, and sanctified. 
So they but work his end. 

Enter York, London, and Salisbury, 

KINO HENRY. 

How now, my Lords ? 
What sudden business brings you hither back. 
Who have so lately passed to England ? 

YORK. 

Sire, 
Our personal safety, and the kingdom's peace. 

KINO HENRY. 

Ha ? Say you so ? This news deceived us, then. 
Speak — how are these endangered? 

LONDON. 

That same sentence, 
From which, as pledge of sincere reconcilement. 
Proud Canterbury here in Rouen freed us — 
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KING HENRT. 

Whereof God and the world are witnesses. 

LONDON. 

He now has re-imposed. 

KINO HENRT. 

Bishop, thou'rt mad 
To tell us so ! 



YORK. 

He is, besides, provided 
With several Bulls ; whose tenour is, to bring 
Your realms, my liege, into such slavery 
To all-engrossing Rome, as never yet, 
Since Austin led his monks from Italy, 
Has been attempted ; nor will now be borne 
If in the land be left one smothered spark 
Of the old fire of manly independence. 

LONDON. 

Or if the spirit of his ancestors 
Live in the King. 
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KINO HENRY. 

A trebly blackened traitor I 

[Enter Ranulf ds Broc. 

What check will now by the good St. John, 

My Lords, here comes the sequel to your tale. 
— We know this fellow. Art thou not our tenant 
For certain glebes we hold of Canterbury ? 



RANULF. 



My Liege, I am. 



KINO HENRY. 

And one whom yon archtraitor 



But little loves. 



RANULF. 



Truly, an you mean Becket, 
I shall make bold to say, on either side, 
Our loves are fairly matched. 



KINO HENRY. 

Oo to; go to: — 



Thy errand ? 
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RANULF. 

The Archbishop — 

KING HENRT. 

Said we not?- 
Nothing but the Archbishop ! O, that name 
Is hateful, and stirs all the gall in me. 
Like poison in the blood ! — Fellow, say on ! 

RANULF. 

From every farm and manor — mine, to wit — 
Through all his province, he has driven out 
Such tenantry and poor inhabitants, 
As hold in fee of any but the Church. 
Meanwhile, under a show of pious visits. 
To every castle, town, and monastery. 
He leads a troop of knights and mercenaries, 
And loudly calls on the excited people 
To arm and aid his cause. 

KING HENRT. 

O, life of God ! 
How slept our better angel, when we sent 
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The pestilent priest away, ourself remaining V 

[You NO Henry expresses great emotion^ and 
sinks back in his chair. 
Convey him to his chamber. 

[Attendants take the Prince out. 

YORK {now first perceiving him). 
The Prince sick ? 

SALISBURY. 

Nay, Heaven forbid ! 

KING HENRY. 

Follow him in, my Lords. 
Give him such comfort as the Church's rites 
Afford to dying men. 

[Exeunt York, London, and Salisbury, 

Unthankful villain ! 

Why most of you remember, when these eyes — 
Better had they been seared with red-hot iron. 
Ere they beheld that day ! — first saw him. Poor, 

« 

Pale, and unbeneficed, (') borne on a jaded mule, 
He crawled up to our gates, a famished clerk, 
Like one who to the pillory is^ led 
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In shameful wise, along the gaping streets — 

D£ BARRE. 

This we remember. 

KING HENRY. 

Oh, you remember ? Well, 
You see him now — all early kindnesses. 
All late-forgiven wrongs, all oaths and bonds, 
Religion, reconcilement, cancelled all. 
And scorned. — But why do we appeal to you ? 
Ye do not feel for kings : it is their fate. 
Even by the greatness of those benefits 
Whereby they prove their love, the end of love • . 
Quite to defeat ; and their false friends, full fed, 
Grow fsLT too great but to be foes. 

REGINALD (usidc). 

I live 
But on the hope to prove he wrongs his friends. 

KING HENRY. 

And thou, prime fountain of Authority ! 
That see'st thine image in our royal person 
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Bemocked at, dost not strike the rebel dead ! 

[Exeunt Kino Henrys OsoFFRYy ^c. 

BRETON. 

What said he ? Dead ? 

REGINALD. 

Ay, dead — who heard not that ? 
The word is a plain word. 

MOREVILLE. 

Those stormy passions, 
Anger and grief, contending, hurry him 
To speak he knows not what. *Twere best find nothing 
In these rash sentences but the wild roar 
Of one pf those same hasty gusts, which ever. 
When aught goes iU* ruffle the blood of Rollo, 
The old sea-king. 

RANULF. 

*Twas no unmeaning fury. 

TRACY. 

Can*st thou interpret it ? 
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RANULF. 

In loyal ears 
It sounded like an order to avenge him 
On yonder ingrate rebel, Canterbury. 

TRACY. 

Would'st murder him ? A priest ? 

RANULF. 

A devil ! 

MOREVILLE. 

Thou 
Wert ever a stanch blood-hound, stout De Broc, 
When thou had'st coped or mitred game in scent. 
But we have consciences ; and though this Becket 
Has troubled long and deeply the world's peace, 
Cannot forget he's of an holy order, 
And of too high a place for such a deed. 

BRETON. 

Say, we should so interpret the King's rage, 
Who else is here would stain a knightly sword 
In this man's blood ? 






Scene IIL] BBCKET. 123 



REGINALD. 

rii do^t. 

S£V£UAL VOICES. 

Thou? 

RANVLF. 

Thou ? 80 late 
The accomplice of his treason ? 

REGINALD. 

Of that no more — 
Unless thou aim to madden me to kill thee, 
Instead of him ye speak of. 

RANULF. 

Here*s a wonder ! 
Why I — that ne'er was aught but foe to him ; 
That lie even now beneath his priestly ban ; 
That have an interest to wish him dead, 
And am reported commonly no triiler 
In my revenge, — was bargaining with conscience, 
If I could — stab him, in his church, or elsewhere; 
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While thou, who wert his knight, and very lately 
His Tut! an it offend thee 

RBOIVALD. 

Hear me, sir: — 
That I have been his knight and fought for him. 
Is true ; that in an idiot, phrenzied dream 
I bartered loyalty and knightly honour, 
Betrayed to it by him, is likewise true. 
But I am now awake ; and under foot, 
Were they a thousand times more precious to me, 
Would trample the delights that lured me on 
To that base traffic. 

MOREVILLE. 

Enough — we understand you. 

REGINALD. 

But one way open lies to make amends 

To the wronged King — himself doth point to it. 

He that will join me in this business, let him 

Resolve at once ; for I am resolute 

Herein to serve my master. None of you, 

But by assisting me may win much favour — 
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Perhaps a recompense in lands or titles. 
Ranulph, speak first ; you will not fail, I think ; 
You lose your Kentish glebes, if Becket live. 

RANULPH. 

For them, and for my hatred to the priest, 
I *m wholly yours herein. 

BRETON. 

I serve the. King ; 

« 

Nor know I any enemy he hath, 

So ill as Becket; — I am with you, then. 

MOREVILLE. 

I cannot say, it is a deed becomes 

A soldier's hand. Yet, as I well believe 

The King will yield us guerdon — for who doubts 

He loathes the traitor from his inmost soul ? — 

I hold it meet to join your company. 

REGINALD. 

All now have spoke but Tracy — what saith he ? 

TRACY. 

No less than you I hate the frantic churchman ; 
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Yet for a private hate judge it unlawful 

To cut him off. But, as he is a traitor — 

For from my heart I think him one — and England, 

Which I love as I loathe him, while he lives 

In her, can know no peace — take me with you. 

REGINALD. 

Away ! And lest our sudden disappearance, 
Which needs must be remarked, create suspicion. 
We '11 mar inquiry and defeat pursuit 
By each embarking from a different port. 

TRACY. 

But, where to meet in England ? 

RANULF. 

At my castle 
Of Saltwood, within sight of Canterbury. 
There shall you find supplies of arms and men. 

[Exeunt, 
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ACT V. 



SCENE I. 



The castle of Rouen. 
The Lbgates, Db Barrb. 

D£ BARRE. 

Nay, my Lords, hasten on to England : if 
You can prevent the shedding of man's blood, 
Twill be a Christian deed worthy your office. 

FIRST LEGATE. 

Our office is to counsel, and, if that 

Be heeded not, command these strifes to cease. 

SECOND LEGATE. 

In what mind, say you, did the King go hence ? 

DE BARRE. 

Soon as his Highness missed his chamberlains. 
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And learned that they were secretly set out 
After those angry words had fallen from him, 
Such presages came o*er him of some ill. 
As made him, in the midst of many tears, 
Forsake the couch of his death-stricken boy. 
And hasten to his ship. 

FIRST LEGATE. 

Grod grant, he may 
Prevent the issue ! We do all know Becket ; 
Nor can we doubt him ready for the worst 
Can tliwart hi3 purposes : I fear to think 
Of his encounter with the fiery knights. 

SECOND LEGATE. 

Did the Prince long survive, after his father 
Was gone ? 

DE BARRE. 

He spake no more. A double current, — 
The fever of the mind and body both, — 
Soon hurried him beyond this woful world. 
And truly, in these times, a worn old man 
As I am, need not hold it grievous loss 
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To be well rid of it ; which makes me less 
Mourn his untimely end. My Lords, farewell ; 
Your blessing on your beadsman. With what speed 
Things will permit, my duty bids me follow, 
To tell this sad news in as sad an ear — 
I mean the Queen's. 

FIRST LEGATE. 

Alas ! poor lady 1 who 
Shall give her comfort ? 

SECOND LBOATB. 

Sir, the Saints be with you I 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 

An apartment in the palace at Canterbury. 

Enter Beckbt. 

BECKET. 

They wrong the people, who pronounce them fickle 

I have not found them so ; it is the great. 

Proud, and ambitious, who deserve that name. 

To these forgetful barons my long absence 

Has been a kind of death, and I appear 

Among them but the spectre of myself, — 

An unexpected visitant, and hence 

Much wondered at, but not to be acknowledged 

Again the man I have been ; while the people — 

The honest laity and humble clergy — 

Keep steadily their old affection's course, 

And look upon me with a filial reverence 

Softened with pity for my sufferings. 

I am a Saxon too — a strong claim yet 

Upon the popular mind. Is here not stuff 

To work upon ? — Ay, and the time suits well : 
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Henry, the active, all-observing Henry, 
Lulled to security, — his friends, in England, 
Still occupied in quieting the troubles 
That follow the late war 

Enter Idonba. 

O welcome here, 
Heroic sister ! What do I not owe 
To thee ? 

IDONRA. 

Thou owest me nothing : I have done 
What love for thee made duty, and no more. 

BRCK£T. 

Let hated York and all who share his sentence 
Draw, in their turn, the weary breath of exile 1^ 
Full bravely did*st thou play thy part. — Thou*8t heard 
With how much passionate kindness the good commons 
Receive us every-where ? 

ibONKA, 

Nought else is talked of. 
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BECKET. 

Tis trial only teaches where our strength 

Most lies — I've found that secret, and will use it. 

Had I but based my purposes, at first. 

Upon the people's love, I had not fallen 

At Clarendon or Rouen. 

IDONBA. 

Be advised, 
Dear brother, ere thou tempt a fall more fatal ! 
Restored to these loved cloisters, where Peace sheda 
Her deepest calm, to that safe dignity 
That should suffice a rational ambition, — 
In sooth, I marvel much that thy great soul. 
Which did so long outbrave a prince's wrath. 
And, after, singly face him, at the head 
Of his hot warriors flushed with victory. 
Now craves plebeian smiles to feed upon. 
And seeks the love of those who love or hate 
According to the sway of blindest passion. 
Not from discerning judgment : — of all men 
Thou shouldst despise this most. 
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BECKET. 

O, you mistake me ! 
Their love— or any man's — hath but this value 
In my eyes — nought beyond — but as they serve 
For instruments in the great work assigned me — 
Which I must do, or perish. I prize as you 
The venal breath of crowds. 

Enter Herbert and a Monk. 

MONK.I 

Forgets your Grace 
This is St. Stephen's day? — that even now 
The Martyr's mass is singing? The cathedral 
Is thronged with multitudes, who call for you 
To preach, as you were wont on holydays. 

BECKET. 

Whence and what are they, chiefly ? 

HERBERT. 

Some of them 
Our citizens ; but the main part collected 
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From many a mile around — franklins, serfii, soldiers. 
We fear some violence ; and their loud cries, 
While they exclaim, '* Where is our countryman ? 
Shew us our brave restored Archbishop !" drown 
The voices of the choir. 

BECKET. 

'Tis well — return, 
And tell them we are coming. 

[Exit Monk. 

IDOKEA. 

You'll not go? 

BECKET. 

What, shall I thwart the work of Providence ? — 
Nay, thou*lt remain. Come thou not to the church. 
Lest some commotion happen : *twere not fit — 
It were not safe — for thee. Stay thou too, Herbert — 
Thou mayst be needed here. [Exit. 

IDOKEA. 

Still, still the same ! 
[Exit J followed by Herbert, 
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SCENE III. 

An apartment in a strong castle in England, 

Queen Eleanob^ Be Babme. 

ELEANOR. 

No more of Becket ; let bim live or die. 
Let him o'erthrow the state, and in its ruins 
Perish ! — I have no fuither interest 
In what men do or suffer upon earth ; 
No further stake in England, if thy tale 
Be true, and he is dead indeed. 

D£ BARRE. 

His sickness-—— 

ELEANOR. 

Tell me not of disease. Was he not young, 
Vigorous, and beautiflil ? How should such die ? 
rU not believe 
But some of you have murdered my bright boy. 



U36 BECKBT. [Act V. 



D£ BARR£. 

Madam y he died in his bed. 

ELEAKOR. 

So many men have, 
That died no natural death. Improbable falsehood, 
And ill compacted ! — Fevered by remorse ! 
Remorse ? for that, to avenge a mother's injuries, 
And challenge his own right, he dared oppose 
A tyrant in an honourable war ? 

D£ BARRE. 

I've said the truth. 

ELEANOR. 

Tell me, old knight — remember. 
We are a Queen still, though a prisoner. 
And may find means to give thee golden thanks — 
Was it my husband thit did poison him ? 

D£ BARRE. 

Pardon me, lady, if I take my leave : 

I see this news hath been too much for you. 
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— I did not think she had loved earthly thing 

So keenly as this frantic grief denotes. [Aside. 

ELEANOR. 

Well, sir, I see that you are faithful still 

To one that's all unfaithfulness to me. 

'Twere fit I should believe you. You have opened, 

By this sad tale, to my distracted soul, 

Shut from the world, an ample world — of grief. 

I might through weariness have dashed myself 

Against the walls of this dull prison-house. 

As the caged bird gores its own breast, for freedom ; 

But you have brought me argument to live, 

And thank these solitary dungeon-glooms, 

That leave me at full leisure to be wretched — 
To waste myself in weeping for my child. 
And uttering curses on mine enemies. 

DE BARRE. 

Take comfort, madam. 

ELEANOR. 

Sir, — and so I shall : 
Despair shall bring it me. I am resolved 
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Back from the tearless and indignant queen, 
To all the weeping helplessness of woman. 
— You've done your thankless office, sir ; and we 
Do thank you not. Leave us— ^with our affliction. 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. 

A room in the archiepUcopal palace. 

Enter Hebbebt ; on the other Ju2e, two Monks 

hurry ^ in, alarmed. 

HERBERT. 

Whither do you hasten ? Why have you left the church ? 

FIRST MONK. 

The service is abruptly broken off. 
And all are leaving it. 

HERBERT. 

What is the matter ? 
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FIRST MONK. 

You saw how, two hours since, the marble floor, 
Seen from our galleries, from side to side, 
Presented one wide sea of surging heads, 
That muttered prayers, or cried impatiently 
On the Archbishop to ascend the pulpit. 

HERBERT. 

I saw it —Well? 

FIRST MONK. 

At length the cry was raised, 
'' He comes ! He comes 1 *' then all at once was stillness, 
Deep as if some magician's art had frozen 
Those twice two thousand earnest forms to stone. 
When, presently, at sight of him, so changed 
With grief and exile, white-haired in the strength 
Of middle-life, of suffering frill, not days, 
A long low murmur rose, and tears gushed forth 
From many eyes. " Princes^** he read aloud, 
'' Have persecuted me without a cause;** 
And all again was silent as before, 
While the bold preacher told how evil men 
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Afflicted holy David, and the Son 
' Of Mary, his great Antitype — nor less 
Himself, he said, had in his person borne 
The sorrows of the Lord, revived in him. 

HERBERT. 

O that I had been there I What followed then ? 

SECOND MONK. 

All wept to hear his eloquent tale, of woes 
Endured by him and his poor outlawed friends, 
Beyond the sea. But pity now gave place 
To sterner feelings, while he, severally. 
With solemn rite delivered to the curse, 
By name, those barons, knights, and burgesses, 
Who yet refuse surrender of his lands 
And temporal honours. On the King 

HERBERT. 

The King ? 

FIRST MONK. 

Ay, brother, then he called upon the King 
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Himself, and cited him to public penance, 
On pain of the like sentence. 

HERBERT. 

'Twas too rash ! 
Yet still I learn not wherefore you came forth. 

FIRST MONK. 

Just then a cry was heard, and at the portal 

Arms gleamed and chargers tramped. Upon the instant, 

With fearful tumult, the wedged mass gave way 

Dispersedly, none heeding the Archbishop, 

Whose voice o'ertopped the clamour, as the thunder 

Peals high above the mingled roar of waves. 

SECOND MONK. 

The multitude, dividing several ways, 

At different doors escaped ; while we were borne. 

Rather than fled, along the cloister, hither. 

HERBERT. 

Hark ! I hear more approaching. 
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Enter a crowd of Monks. 

SEVERAL MONKS. 

Bar the doors ! 
The assassins follow us ! 

HERBERT. 

Speak — where 's his Grace? 

THIRD MONK. 

I cannot tell ; but fear their purpose is 
To murder him, if he escape not hence. 

Enter Idonea. 

IDONEA. 

What fearful cries are these ? Who talks of murder ? 

HERBERT. 

Lady, retire : this is no place for you — 
Ourselves are here exposed to violence. 

IDONEA. 

To violence ! from whom ? [Noise within. 
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What shouts are those ? 
Where is my brother ? 

VOICES WITHIN, 

Ho ! unbar ! unbar the door ! 
[Loud blows are heard upon the door, 

HERBERT. 

The will of Heaven be done ! We have no weapons, 
Nor skill to use them, were we armed. — Dear lady. 
Retire, while yet you may. 

I DONE A. 

Ay, to the church. 
Where ye, poor cravens, have your noble master 
In danger left. 

[As she is going towards the door, enter Re- 

GINALD, RaNULF, MoREVILLE, TrACY, 

Breton, Sfc, Sfc. The Monks retreat in 
alarm. 

RANULF. 

Follow me, gentlemen ! • 
[All except Reginald hurry across ^ the stage 
without observing Idonea. 



144 BBCKET. [Act F. 



REGINALD. 

Avenging Heaven ! She here ? 

1D0N£A» 

What horror's this ? 
My brother*s palace by a ruffian band 
Invaded, and led on — by thee, Fitzurse ? 

REGINALD. 

By me ! Where is thy brother? 

IDONEA. 

What wouldst have 
With him ? Why dost thou look so fierce ? 
— Thou wilt not kill him ? 

REGINALD. 

Who did tell thee SO? - 
I am come here with that intent. 



IDONEA. 



Thou ? Thou ? 
I pray thee, quit this horrible mockery ; 
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For though I know you speak in sport, remember 
I'm a weak woman ; and a jest like this, 
By thy wild aspect backed and warlike guise, 
May make me mad. 

REGINALD. 

Why so, methinks, thou shouldst be. 
Hath not thy brother made me mad ? And he 
Is mad ; and thou — thou too art mad ; for thou 
To a base traitor and a recreant knight 
Didst give thyself, ere any loyal act 
Had cleansed the blot from his dishonoured name. 

IDONEA. 

O Heaven ! Is 't possible thou canst be serious ? — 
Help ! To the Archbishop's rescue I Help ! 

REGINALD. 

'Tis vain : 
Yon shaven cowards dare not strike a blow, 
And all else here are subject to my orders. 

IDONEA. 

Thou'lt not detain me here by force? 

L 
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REGINALD. 

• 

I will not 
Permit thee to proceed into the church. 

IDONEA. 

Good Re^nald, I knew thee once a knight 
Renowned for courtesy to woman. 

REGINALD. 

Know me 
A knight betrayed for woman, and — that's human- 
A hater of the cause of my undoing. 

IDOKEA. 

Thou wert the gentlest of the chivalry 
Of England. 

REGINALD. 

I am now more savage, wild, 
And rough of mood, than creatures cavern-bred 
With mountain-eagles or the raging bear. 

IDONEA. 

Thou once didst love me ; or — in evil hour — 
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At least I did believe so ; and we two- 



Great God ! were those too-pleasant days but dreams, 
Or is this horrible meeting visionary ? — 
We two have plighted to each other vows — 
And now 

[Rmoinald turns away, and hides his face, 
Methinks it is no fitting tiling, — 
Yet ly that might have claimed respect and worship 
From thee, now kneel to thee in agony 
To ask a boon. — I know no cause thou hast, 
But I perceive thou art mad against my brother. 
Thy earliest benefactor, patron, friend, — 
Against my brother. Sir, I cannot now 
Adjure thee by thy love ; — say, that is past, 
Forsworn, forgot ; and like an April morn, 
Ominously pleasant, has been blotted out 
By this unnatural storm. But, if thy heart 
Hath not expelled all human sympathies. 
And lodged a tiger's spirit in its centre, — 
I do not ask, touch not the Archbishop, for 
I '11 not believe thee fiend enough for that. 
But — stay no longer here ; pursue those men, 
And save him from the violence they menace. 
— Fly I Fly ! — He will not hear me. 
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REGINALD. 

I cannot 
Leave thee unguarded here. — Ho, there! come forth ! 

Two or three Monks appear, 

I charge you, in the King's name, on your lives, 

Succour this lady ; but remove her not 

Out of the palace. See to't. — I will save him. 

[ To I DONE A . Monks lead her out. 
He must not die for her sake ; they shall but 
Secure his person for a second exile. 

[Exit. 



SCENE V. 

An altar in Canterbury Cathedral. 

Becket standing before it. Groups of terrified Monks 

collected about him. 

RANULF (within). 
Follow, and fear nought, ye that serve the King ! 
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[Some of the Monks hasten to close the doors, 
which have been left open, 

BECKET. 

Hold ! we command you — rather fling them wide. 
While we rule here, ne*er be it said, this sanctuary 
Refused its hallowed threshold to whoe'er 
Essayed to enter. 

Conspirators appear at the door, 

FIRST MONK. 

Saints, for your mercy ! 

SECOND MONK. 

Still 
Tis not too late. 

SEVERAL MONKS. 

Fly, my Lord ! fly ! 

SECOND MONK. 

Behind 
This tomb a stair leads to the vaults, and thence — 



4 
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For twilight is advancing — you may reach 
The friendly city. 

B£CK£T. 

Ye mistake — this is 
Our citadel. They will not touch me here. 

Enter Tracy, MoREViLLEy Breton, Ranulp, and 
other Knights, variously armed. 

RANULF. 

Where is the traitor ? 

OTHER CONSPIRATORS. 

Where is the traitor ? 

TRACY. 

Where 
Is the Archbishop ? 

BECKET. 

He is here — no traitor — 
God's servant at God's altar ; and I marvel, 
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How ye dare with your warlike clamour fright 

The venerable echoes of this place. 

What is your will ? 

Enter Reginald, 

RANULF. 

To slay thee I 

REGINALD. 

Stay ! I charge you ! 
Touch not the Father till weVe reasoned with him. 

RANULF. 

What, came we here to argue ? 

BECKET. 

There's one voice, 
At least, denotes a friend here. Reginald 

REGINALD. 

Know thou, I come not as a friend, Archbishop. 

I am myself again, and change no more 

That name with rebels — such, in spite of oaths. 
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And every sacred obligation ta'en 

By thee, at Rouen, hast thou proved thyself 

By many lawless deeds committed since. 

What likelier seems — for thither tends thy path — 

Than that thou aim'st to grasp the crown itself, 

And to be styled — so plainly, thou would 'st be, — 

Broad England's king ? But, by the true King's soul. 

Thy pride shall lose its feathers ere thou soar 

So high as that. 

BECKET. 

Sir, Sir, the crown I covet 
Is not an earthly. 

RAKULF. 

No more parleying. 
To business ! We lose time in idle words. 

REOIKALD. 

Archbishop, yield thyself, and follow me. 

[Takes hold of Becket's robe, 

RAKULF, 

Nay ! do it here. 
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BECKET. 

Away I if all the swordt 
In England hedged us in with their bare points, 
From our vowed duties and just rights no jot 
Should danger move us. Flee this sanctuary ! 
We are still lord here — hence, homicides I ere yet 
God, whom we serve, with thunder strike you dead ! 

Enter I do NBA. 

IDONEA. 

My brother, I will die with thee ! 

{She clings to Bbokbt. 

RANULF. 

Why do ye falter ? 
She was the bearer of his damning letters — 
Kill them together. 

REOIKALD. 

Hellish fiend ! stand back ! 
[He endeavours to drive hack Ranulf and the rest. 

RANULF. 

Ho! Hast thou raised a devil for thy need. 
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And, when the work is to be done, criest — Back ! 
Thou couldst evoke us, but thou canst not quell us, 
Till we are satisfied. 

REGINALD {to BeCKET). 

Yield thee. 

BECKET. 

No ; here 
My station is assigned. What ye intend 
Do here — I stir not hence. 

REGINALD. 

The priest says well. 
[Reginald J placing himself before Becket 
and iDONEAf fights with the rest of the 
conspirators^ who strike at the Archbishop; 
but is overpowered by numbers. They shout, 
** For the King ! For the King ! Strike ! 
Strike ! " Becket receives several wounds, 
and sinking down in an attitude of prayer, 
falls on his face upon the altar - steps. 
Idonea falls at the same time. The Monks 
fly, in different directions. 



Scene V.] BBCKBT. 166 



HANULF. 

Away ! Enough — He 's dead. 

TRACY. 

For Rouen, friends ! 
[Exeunt conspirators, hastily. 
[Reginald staggers, wounded, to the body of 
Beokbt, and leans over it, 

HfiOINALD. 

Thou wouldst be king, and more than king ! Thy pride 
Was bound up with thy life — it was thy life ; 
And though it ebbs now with thine ebbing blood, 
Still sits its impress on that lofty brow, 
Seeming to scorn thy cruel murderers. 

[He perceives Idonsa, 
Ha ! thou too art my victim ! Let me raise thee : — 
What, with these felon*s hands ? I dare not touch thee : 
Thou art a saint in heaven, and I a fiend. 
I have no power to reach thee : look, where the marble 
Doth yawn, a hideous gulf *twixt thee and me, (') 
Gurgling with rising flames, like to the rush 
Of waters suddenly broke loose. — What noise? 
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Returned ? No, no : there is not one of them, 
Save me, that hath the heart to look on these. 
Yet some one comes. — Who's there? Fool, fool! 
what boots it ? 

Enter King Henry y Geoffry, Baliol^ and other 

BaronSf Knights, Sfc. 

KING HENRT. 

O bloody deed ! 'Tis as we feared : there stands 
The murderer, and here the bleeding corse 
Crimsons the holy payement. 

GEOFFRY. 

Ho ! stand up, 
And own thy fiendish work, grim Reginald. 

[Reginald, raising his eyes from a state of 
stupor, and perceiving the King, seizes dis- 
tract edly upon the body of Id one A, and 
rushes towards him, supporting it in his 
arms. 

. REGINALD. 

A king's reward ! I claim thy royal pledge : — 



Scene V,] BBOKBT. 157 

Proved is my loyalty^we'U wed at once. 
She's my affianced bride — she is not dead. 
Give me the earldom thou didst promise me, 
That I may make her life a feasting-time, 
And steep her senses in all luxuries, 
To banish the remembrance of this day. 
See, there ! the blood that Honour hath made flow, 
At thy least bidding. 

KIVO HENRY. 

Villain ! 

REGINALD. 

Was't not well? 
Have I not bravely cleansed in that proud current 
The stain of my foul treason ? Come, then ; empty 
Thy treasure-vaults into these purpled hands ! 
Hide my enormous guilt beneath piled honours ! 
In the deep soil of some rich province bury 
The crime, which thou- 

KINO HENRY. 

He raves : go, lead him hence. 
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REGINALD (to GboffrYj wko receives the body of 
iDONEAy cu Reginald sinks down). 

Support her — I am faint; I bleed. 

BALIOL. 

Lean here. 

KIKG HEKRT {tO GeOFFBY), 

How does the lady ? 

GEOFFRY. 

I perceive no wound ; 
Yet breathes she not. 

KING HENRY. 

This is no common swoon : 
Her eye is fixed and glassy — she is dead. 

REGINALD. 

I follow — lay us side by side together, 
In one grave. Living, I deserved her not, 
But death clears all unworthiness. — Idonea! — 

[Dies. 
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KINO HENRY {to the Cardinal Legates^ who have 
entered during the last speech). 

Most reverend Fathers, we are innocent 

Of this thrice-hateful murder. God doth know, 

Though this man*6 pride blistered our peace so long, 

There is no heart more truly wishes him 

Alive again, no eye in all this presence 

Sheds truer tears for Becket, than the King's. 

In proof how clear we stand, we here resign. 

Freely, our cause unto his Holiness, 

To be judged by him ; and, of our mere will, 

We'll build a chapel for his monument. 

In this fair pile, where four-and-twenty priests 

Shall chant perpetual masses for his soul. 

— Cover the bodies. — He was of the prime 

And true nobility which nature charters — 

The last great scion of the Saxon root — 

A mind to conquer realms and rule them, though 

Of will perverse, fierce, and indomitable. 

[The curtain falls. 
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Note 1, pnge 52, line S. 
Who a fair provina, with all it» vHtage$, 6co. 

In the hittoriottl dramii, » rioltttion of fttcts by a paiiNin(( refer- 
ence may justly be thought lest pardonable, than when the per- 
reraton ia wrought up into the body of the action ; becauae a 
degree of licenae muat be extruded to the poet in adapting a 
■eriea of incident* to the purpoa^s of his art, not re(]uired in 
reapect to mere alluaiona, which may readily be either adopted or 
rejected altogether. I deem it right, therefore, to atate, that I 
agree with an animated writer of our timeM, in doubting the cor- 
rectneaa of the traditionary atory referred to in the text — ao far, 
at leaat, aa regarda tlie thirty -tix churchtt, aaid to have been ruth- 
leaaly domoliabed, in the tract of country aince called the New 
Foreat. Mr. Dowlea, tlie writer alluded to, obMorvea, that Domea- 
day Book itaelf provea the tradition falao ; aince it ahewa that 
there waa not, probably, a single village church in the whole 
district, in the time of William the Conqueror— the firat notice of 
any auch edifice occurring in the Haxon (vhronicle in 1()B7, the 
year of that monarch's deatli. Parochial ecclesinsticttl establinh- 
menta did not become general, in England, before the thirt«*enth 
century. — See IHttory of BrtmhiU, 

Note 9, page 119, line 19. 

Poor, 
Palt, and unbtnffictd, Sic. 

ilenry'a allusions to the originally low condition of Becket 
seem scarcely consistent with the respectability of the Archbishop's 

M 
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parentage, with his accomplished educatioii, and early connexion 
with Theodore, hia predecessor in the see of Canterbury : the 
speech quoted abore is, however, little more tiian a transcript of 
the words recorded bj the biographers of Becket, as baring been 
made b j the king upon tiie occasion in the text. After the angry 
and reproachful exclamation, usually ascribed to him by the his- 
torians, " Adjecit," (writes William of Canterbury) " Unus homo, 

qui manducavit panem meum ; unus homo, beneficiis meis 

insultans, dehonestat totum genus regium, totum sine vindice 
conculcat regnnm. Unus homo, qui matUieato jumento et claudo, 
primo prorupit in curiam, depulso regum stemmate, videntibaa 
▼obis fortnnsB comitibus, triumphans exultat in solio." — Vita Divi 
Thonut Cant. torn, i p. 119. 

The Mier of Becket, we are told by the ancient chroniclers, 
was a I^oodon merchant ; his mother, a S3rrian woman of rank. 
Their romantic story, though sufficiently well known, is related 
wilb BO much succinct beauty in the recent work of an admired 
author, that I am induced to transcribe the passage. " Gilbert, 
his father, made an expedition to the Holy Land, probably not 
without some views to his calling as a trader. He and his only 
attendant Richard were made prisoners by a Mussulman emir, 
whose daughter they were permitted sometimes to see ; a permission 
which loses much of its improbability, if we suppose that he was 
employed in procuring European ornaments for her, and was al- 
lowed to see a lady so exalted abore him from a mixture of conve- 
nience and contempt. She asked him about his religion, and 
whether he was ready to risk his life for his God. ' To die,' he 
answered. ' Then,* said she, ' let us escape together.' He could 
not refuse. Either his courage left him, or the attempt failed. He 
escaped with safer companions. She afterwards broke her prison ; 
and by the repetition of the word ' London/ found her way mar- 
vellously by sea and land to that city, where she had no other re- 
source than that of crying through the streets Gilbert I the name of 
him whom she loved ; the only European word, besides London, 
with which the foriom damsel of Syria was acquainted. After many 
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adyentorei, the was at length recogniaed by the faithful Richard, 
baptised by the royal name of Matilda, married to her Gilbert, and 
she became the mother of Thomas-a-Becket. This child of love 
and wonder was beautiful, brave, lively." — Mackintosh's Hittary 
of England, vol. i« p. 153. 

Note 3, page 155, line 19. 

Look, where the marble 
Doth yavm, a hideout gulf'twixt thee and me, &c. 

" Unus camificum militum revelavit, quod cum ipsi 

prius ardenti animo et quasi cum quodam accidenti tripudio ad 
sancti riri accelerarent occisionem, mox peracto flagitio in recessu 
suo quasi tremnlis jam et tremebundis videbatur singulis, quibus 
incedebant, passibus terra quasi aperta, et quasi parata ad ipsos 
vivos absorbendum." — Vita, tom. i. p. 137. 
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p " Growth of those genial seasons when the soul 
Puts forth in numhers her glad energies 
Untasked, they are to her what to the year 
Are the lone hlossoms of the forest-depth — 
Enough, if now and then a wanderer 
Greet them as^/Smoen, and for a little space 
Make them companions of his way." 



POEMS. 



THE MEN OF ENGLAND: 



AN ODK. 



1. 



Though sprung the best of England's blood 
From races stained with crime. 

Oft mixed, and reared where Ocean's flood 
Rolls through a changeful clime — 

Yet, in her frame how sweetly blent 

Each wild, opposing element, 
She in the light of time 

Comes forth, while her mailed sons unclasp 

From her young life a tyrant's grasp ! (*) 
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II. 



And soon, to Freedom's cradled hours 
Her conquering youth succeeds ; 

For, lo ! where England's feudal powers 
Her either Edward leads. 

That leaves on Snowdon's stormy crest — 

Once and for ever deep-impressed — 
Marks of his victor-deeds ; 

To this Poitiers and Crecy yield 

A mightier foe, a fairer field. 



III. 



Joy-^joy to France ! 'tis England's gore 

Stains England's falchion now, — 
Alike on one empurpled shore 

Her varied Roses grow ; 
Yet, even while brethren meet in fight, 
Fair Loyalty and ancient Ri^t 

Hallow for her each blow, 
And mankind's growing cause is still 

Nurtured by each red drop they spill. 
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IV. 



Even DeBpotism's dark upas-root 

For us a blessing bore : 
Full many a fresh and generous shoot 

Of Glory, Science, Power — 
Though slight the thanks to them we pay — 
Was reared beneath the Tudors' sway. — 

Could license have done more 
Than mould for us a Bacon*s mind, 
Or give a Shakspeare to mankind ? 

V. 

Weep'st thou, that where, by Zutphen's wall. 

Accomplished Sydney lies. 
There, with her latest heroes fall 

Fair Chivalry too dies ? 
Ah no ! where Cranmer's spirit strives, 
*Mid fire, her sterner soul survives ; 

Her gentler courtesies, 
In humbler, happier garb displayed, 
With sainted Herbert seek the shade. (') 
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VI. 



For, ah ! amidst the selfish storm 
Of passions which succeeds, 

Man*s very virtues but deform 

The cause in which he bleeds ! 

Yet needful is such stormy time 

To ripen in our human clime 

Improvement's latent seeds — 

For, mark whence Peace and Order spring- 

A ruined Church, a murdered King ! (^) 

VII. 

Now pass we yet one evil day — 
License from gladness sprung ; 

Then clear the moral clouds away. 
Which o*er our country hung. 

The Men of England, calmly great. 

Nor self-distrustful, nor elate, 
From her last Despot wrung 

The sceptre, still revered, to grace 

A wiser, nor unlineal, race. 
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VIII. 

Thence brighter each succeeding page 

Her history unfolds, 
As, to the clouds of Chatham's age, 

Her lordly course she holds. — 
Again they gather, dark and fast I (^) 
That mightiest struggle — not her last— 

The enlightened manhood moulds 
Of her true sons, to all we know 
A country can on men bestow. 

IX. 

Five hundred years o'er that proud pile 
Have waved their fostering wings: 
Reared by no vulgar toil, no smile 
Of fate, nor breath of Kings, 
But pillared deep in righteous Law— ^ 
The Sovereign's love — the People's awe — 

Heavenward the fabric springs ; 
Wrought by man's needs — but in the mind 
Of the world's Architect designed. 
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X. 

The noblest things are slow of growth. 

Nor quickly pass away — 
Tis the same law that governs both 

Their rise and their decay : 
Antiquity, Oblivion's heir, 
With his hoar mantle shadows where 

The state first into day 
Sent up its fountain ; nor descry 
Men's thoughts where the broad stream shall dry. 



XL 

Still is the name of country dear : 

Scarce hath the recreant breath 
Who, stood a foeman's banner here. 

Would grudge that name a death. 
But shall we venerate her mere earthy 
While all that makes a country's worth- 
Civility, Law, Faith, 
And ancient Honour — vail them still 
To each wild gust of fretful will ? 
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XII. 

No ! the Btern thoughts their souIb endured, 
Who our bright inarch have led — 

The guerdon by their toils procured — 
The fields in which they bled — 

The freedom from earth's tyrants torn — 

Ancestral Wisdom, early born, 
By later ages fed ; — 

The gathered beams of that long day 

We boast — we will not cast away 1 
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I. 

Oy SPRUNG from the Immortals of old years ! — 
The mind-wTonght glories placed by men 

*Twixt their mean knowledge and their mighty fears, 
Peopling the gulf whence none returns again — 

Gfoddess ! to whom bowed earth*s best spirits of yore. 
Nor all-unworshipped by the wisest now — 
Whose ministers, the gusty Passions, plough 

The ocean of our being to the core ; 
Till foam on high and furrows deep, — 
Wildness that raves and sullen woes that weep, — 

Fill up our breathing world ! — to Thee 
Seen, in dim vision, sweeping by, 
I lift no weak, albeit a suppliant, cry : 
Hear me, Melpomene ! 
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11. 

We are not made all earth, to pass away ; 
Nor crushed so by Mortality and Fate, 
But that some worthier thoughts to light will stray, 
As heaves the soul beneath ^e whelming weight 

Of worldly day on day 

Such unto Thee I dedicate. 
Child of the unthroned mighty 1 from our birth 
We bear ourselves too brotherly with earth ; 
Yet, who such groveller to its gifts 
But, in thy presence, lifts 
Eyes not of Earth's dim light, thoughts not of Earth's 
bestowing 
Towards the glory of thy going ? 

III. 

The pageant of thy passing ! — See it burst 

Forth from yon billowy foldings of black cloud, 

Midst interpealing thunders I Terror, first, 
In frenzied haste withdraws the palling shroud. 
Fiends of the bosom's hell, the Passions loud 
About thy wheels wail in a crowd — 
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Thyself all stately standing 
With veiled brow of high commanding. 
Clothed like a stormy sunset — bright, with sable, — 
Effulgence dipped in blood — a Splendour lamentable ! 

IV. 

Proud was the birth-right dealt 

To those who sucked that teeming breast which Time 
Wed in his youth, when first he felt 

His bearded boyhood gathering to its prime — 
Sons of the Hero-nurser ! In an hour 
One throe's intenseness gave them all life's power. 
When Greece, the Juno and the Jove of earth. 
Brought Valour foith, with Wisdom, at a birth. 
They plucked the freshness and the green of ages. 
Ere Learning held her lamp to Wisdom's pages ; 

For she, on all she wrought. 
In daylight walking Mrith attending sages. 

Received the dewy beam — ^the morning-glow of thought. 

V. 

Then, haunter of Pierian shade ! 
The blameless worship of thine altars grew. 
Through him whose mortal prowess made 
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For his immortal genius work : he threw 

An echo o'er all time — the cry of those he slew ; — 

A sound that shall speed on, 
Matched with the marching fame of Marathon. 
Destruction's iron hiss, 
That swept o*er Salamis 
When, with her host of waves, the orient brake 
On Freedom's rock she could not shake, 
Is an undying voice — and so is this. 

VI, 

Matchless, save once with us. 
Art thou, O Hero-bard 1 but England's ^schylus 
Shares with thee the world's peeans ; and the river. 

Radiant with music, rolls in every tongue. 
Where thou, Ooddess I didst deliver 

To her thy favourite child. Thy banks are hung 
With pilgrim-garlands, pure and " gentle Avon !" 
Thick as with votive wreaths some happy haven. 

— Ah I what to them is praise ? — 
The summer dust that round the victor plays, 

Upon his triumph-day. 
Less honouring than obscuring his bright way ; 
Or the pale gilding of the monument. 
Which falls and is renewed, the marble still unrent. 

N 
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VII. 

Were such but common clay — men who could smile. 
Fondly familiar with all wearying things, 

And wait their graves in coldness ? Where, the while. 
Lit they the torch of their imaginings? 

To drink stem inspiration fix>m thy face, 
Did he his vigils keep 

Beneath black woods that belt the Olympian base ; 

Or catch thy classic woes the clear air through 

Which tints the many-isled ^gean blue ? 
Or thouy when sleep had bound 
His leaden bondage round 

The silent heart of this huge capital, 

Unveil to Shakspeare's gaze great Nature's pulses all? 

— Reveal me where thou met'st them ! — by their fame. 

And in thine un forgetful mother's name ! 



VIII. 

O hear me, Goddess ! List ! — 
Alas ! I mock the echoes of the air ! 

The mind is its own exorcist — 
Thy being, but the form she bade thee wear. 
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Despite whence thou art sprung. 
With all thy high and marble-imaged line, 
The traces of thy glory, 
Twined with each antique story 
In every deathless tongue. 
Thou art of her creation*- yea, of mine^ 
If I into my soul can plunge so deep, 
(The poet's soaring) from their sleep 
To call some noble thoughts, and teach them how to 
weep. 
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THE BARD'S APOTHEOSIS: 



AN INCIDENT FROM *' A MIDSUMMER NIGHT's DREAM. 



»» 



" VsriM imitantiB formas 
Somnia." 



Two Attendant SpiEiTa: — to them enter 

FIRST SPIRIT. 

How speed ye, Spirits ? 

SPIRITS. 

We are blest. 
Bright minister, in this behest — 
To the terrors of our trust 
He bends in meekness. 
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FIRST SPIRIT. 

Then we must 
Loose him from the clinging dust. 
With that high command endowed, 
Came I on yon speeding cloud. 
Yellow beams its wings are burning, 
Where it rocks for our returning ; 
For earth's wearied lamp is gliding 
To the home of its abiding. 
Hasten we ; for I am one 
That live not out of sight o' the sun : — 
Is this mortal's glass out-run ? 

SPIRITS. 

The latest sands drop, one by one. 

FIRST SPIRIT. 

» 

Then, brothers, be our work begun ! 
Gently, gently pass into him — 
From the clasp of clay undo him ! 
Touch him with the touch of death, 
lightlier than a noiseless breath ; 
Wake him as with a mother's kisses. 
When her infant's sleep like this is. 
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The brightness of unearthly things 
Comes o'er him — cover him with wings. 
Till our spell is past and told. 
And his spirit may behold. 

CHORUS OF SPIRITS. 

Dream of earthly life, depart ! 
Appear, bright Being, that thou art ! 
Dust, to dust dissolve at length ! 
Power, be girded with thy strength ! 
The light is in thee of an eye 
Through thee glanced unutterably. 
Thrilling with a burning gaze. 
Passed with an informing blaze, 
Kindling, glowing, re-creating 
To a glory imabating ! 
In thy thought there is a presence 
Which is to thee life and pleasance. 
Thou art pierced as with an arrow. 
Thou art wrapped as in a flame— « 
Without sense of pain or sorrow : 
They shall be to thee the same 
As a rapture and a healing 
And a glory-gifted feeling. 
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FUIHT SPIRIT. 

Bear him to yon cloudy car. 
Quivering in the breezes' war, 
As battle-steed, for warrior staying, 
Paws to his impatient neighing. 

HPIIIITS. 

In love and brotherhood we bear. 

CHORUS. 

Through the murmurs of the air, 

And the singing of the stars, 

The rejoicing of the sun, 

And shouts of winged welcomers. 

We speed thee on, immortal one I 

Now thy wish includes the source 

Of its own fulfilling force. 

The voice of far-off worlds shall be 

A wooing and a witchery 

In thine ear, till it assumes 

A feeling like the spread of plumes. 

Bearing thee through strange creations 

With delicious undulations. 
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Where a clime of heaTen receiTes 
The light of suns like summer leaves — 
A thousand glowing in one sky. 
In a gorgeous company. 
And all the rays that mingle there 
Make music with the breathing air. 
To thy hands a harp shall spring 
Like a joyous living thing. 
Whose chords shall be a choir of singers 
Waked by thy swift electric fingers ; 
While glittering orbs about thee pendant, 
And sunny clouds on them attendant. 
From shadowy bowers and beds of skies. 
Shew the loving light of eyes 
Fervent with inebriate wonder. 
Flashed to that harmonious thunder. 
Till thronging smiles upon thee press 
And soothe thee into sleepiness ! 
And we will plant thee flowery pillows 
» By the quiet plash of billows, 
Under beautiful embraces 
Of rainbows of cherubic faces, 
With rows of soft eyes running through 
Blooming in a sleepy blue, 
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And of yellow pinions, making 
Bee-like murmurs with swift shaking ; . 
And thy sleep shall be like waking : 
And thy waking it shall seem 
Beauteous as an infant's dream. 
Fresh as a wind from its rest unbound, 
Strong as a star travelling its round. 
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STANZAS, 



ON A PICTURE CALLED " THE DEAD FAWN." 



She knelt upon the flowery turf 

Where oft its " airy step" had strayed. 
When, light as snow or ocean-surf, 

That step scarce bowed the pliant blade ; 
Now, sad the change ! each agile limb 

Was stiffened with death's fatal frost, 
Its bright dark eye was filmed and dim. 

Its bounding bosom's pulse was lost. 



Ah ! who may blame the lavish grief 
Of woman, rich in youthful tears, 

That saddens at a perished leaf, 
And weeps wherever death appears ; 
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That o'er a ^< fallen sparrow " hangs, 
like statued sorrowi wailingly, 

As, while the last shaft sternly clangs^ 
O'er her last child lost Niobe? 



life is a high and holy thing, 

Even in the meanest form that breathes ; 
And human love will tendrils fling 

liberally (as the ivy wreathes 
Marble and clay, in one embrace,) 

O'er all that» on this beauteous earth, 
In life displays the faintest trace 

Of That from whence it took its birth. 



It is allowed to mortals here 

To mourn the loss of things that die, 
Never again to re-appear, — 

The gaudy creatures of the sky, 
Bom to ephemeral life — the birds 

That fall in their melodious pride ; 
Man's household friends, the nobler herds : — 

They have no after-life beside. 
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But when earth's paragon turns pale, 

And darkling drops into the grave ; 
Methinks the pious should not wail — 

Such tears more shame the good, than brave 
If those we love were lost for aye, 

Would tears avail or us, or them ? 
If they survive in brighter day, 

There's mockery in each watery gem. 



The maid,(') of whom the tale is told, 

Who from her murdered lover's head 
Raised flowers, and in that fearful mould 

Watered them with the drops she shed — 
The widowed queen,(*) who watched beside 

Her breathless lord, while moons waned slow;- 
That maid from earthly passion sighed, — 

That queen from madness, more than woe. 



The Christian by a brother's bier 
Will muse on death's solemnities. 

With heart too trustful for a tear. 
Too chastened for a deep surprise : 
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It is when those fair creatures fall 

Whose joy in life is keen as ours, 
While earthly life to them is all. 

His unchecked pity drops its showers. 

Then blame her not — day after day 

She nursed affection in its eye, 
Delighted with its pauseless play, 

And quite forgetful it might die. 
So lovely was that feeling shewn, 

As o'er her favourite, dead, she bent, 
The sternest moralist might own 

That grief like hers was innocent. 
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A PORTRAIT. 



That valley was a Paradise on earth. 

It was scooped, bay-like, deep into the hills, 

Which girded it about, save to the east, 

And there it met the sea ; not with the frown 

Of rocks, as to repel an enemy. 

But with such gradual, wooing gendeness 

Of sunny-green descent as scarce could tire 

The level-gliding sea-maids, when they troop 

To bathe their ivory limbs in the smooth air. 

You might have worshipped Peace there, for the winds — 

The invisible tenants of the solitude — 

Came but in zephyrs, dropping playfully. 

To snatch a little odour ; and the war — 

The everlasting war — of the loud sea 

Against the land, which curbs, but cannot all 

Subdue its strength, here paused : they laid them down 

And slept together, beautifully twined. 
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I said, the round hills girt this valley in : 
Yet somewhere they gave way to a young stream, 
Which sportively, and with pure, musical foot. 
Danced down through roots and rocks ; then sunk to rest 
Like a play-wearied child. But, of his birth 
He made a deep and shadowy mystery, 
Covering the gushings of his infant strength 
With leaves and buds, branch-wood and blossomed 

flowers, 
Without one penetrable point to foot 
Or eye. On either side his waters, stood — 
Downwards from where the current gentlier grew-~ 
A row of ashes, ivy-twined, and gray 
With lichen-tufts ; and up, and out, they shot 
Their many arms, fantastically far — 
So far, that they made dusk at noontide hour, 
Full half-way to the margin. And above. 
They circled, crescent-like, and gathered in. 
And fenced from all the world this fairy spot. 

It was a valley that refreshed the sight, 
The heart, and inward spirits — a place in which 
Mortals might come to meet immortal loves. 
And sit, and wait their presence, with a patience 
That still would smile, and ne*er outwatch itself. 
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Within, 'twas given to the gentlest things 
Which own no human culture ; but, beyond 
That circling sweep of trees, was Ceres' ground : 
It nodded with her harvest's golden weight, 
Deepening the skies' deep azure. But the sea. 
Yet darklier violeted, almost frowned 
With splendour ; and it sparkled thick with sails, 
That shone like stars in heaven — sails small and white. 
Such as the little sportive Cupids bend, 
When Venus in her sea-shell skims the main 
That smiles beneath her beauty, and, where'er 
She moves, becomes a mirror to its light. 
What could I think, in such a scene as this. 
Lying as I did then, when the -broad sun 
Looked mildly on its sweetness, shewing all. 
But nothing glaringly ?— It is in vain- 
Sorrow may glut the memory, and the heart 
May look upon the future, as the waves 
After a tempest, when the calm goes forth, 
While hope lies drowned below it — but there is 
In nature such a deep and moving charm 
Of perfect loveliness, the soul yields up 
To the serene assertion of her power 
All else it knows, has known, and dreads to know. 
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And is absorbed by beauty ; and becomes 
Commingled with the things it doats upon. — 
I thought of human hearts, and of the few 
Whose blessing shall cling greenly to mine own, 
Even when itself shall wither ; of that one 
Whom I would single out for such a spot, 
Made dedicate to her. — I thought of Him, 
Who, having made all beings, hath so infused 
The beauty of his goodness into all ; 
And in the human soul, type of Himself, 
A mirror placed which, when ill passions sleep, 
Shews all things beautiful — Himself in all — 
Lessened indeed, and dimmed, but glorious still. 
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THE DESERTED HOME. 



I. 

In Tain I linger here, 

Since those bright looks are fled. 
Whose presence made that Paradise appear, 
Which now is as the cold home of the dead. 

n. 

This hearth is still and mute — 
So peopled, once, with smiles ; 
And far each silver voice, each sylphic foot, 
That waked the echoes of yon leafy aisles. 

HI. 

And vainly, on each hand- 

So dear to me of old 
The volumed sages of my country stand. 
And woo me to the wisdom they unfold. 
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IV. 

I loved them — it is past : 
They speak to the cold mind — 
I seek a deeper, dearer wisdom, cast 
In the heart* 8 mould, and with its life entwined. 

V. 

Away ! These pictured walls 

Look desolate — even they; 
And Autumn, sighing round them, sternly calls 
My disappointed steps — away ! away ! 
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SONNET. 



Calm Self-devotion, Firmness, Daring ! Powers 
Whose life-breath is the storm of shaken times, 
Bright steps are ye by which Ambition climbs 
To her high station, among Fame's proud towers. 
About your feet lie many wreathed bowers, 
Where Peace hath built her little hut of earth. 
Twining it round with thousand idle flowers ; 
And there, with so much graveness as just gives 
A grace to smiles, plain-heartedly she lives. 
Tis happiest to be humble, and in mirth 
To trifle, not unwisely, the swift hours ; 
Using them as young children, trained to shew 
The fixture, opening into ripened worth. 
Nor unenjoyed in budding beauty, now. 
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SONNET. 



Ay ! this indeed is loneliness — this wood 

Is as the Hermitage of Solitude : 

All sights are savage here, all sounds are rare : 

Methinks the very light hath a wild air, 

Flung down thus ruggedly, as swings the bough, 

Like sparkles from some billow-trampling prow. 

Wide at their wanton will the rank weeds -spread. 

And grows the live grass matted with the dead ; 

And oaks are here that have sprung up, and died, 

Coeval with republics — by their side. 

The white dust of huge branches, that, like dew. 

Have dropped at midnight, when no breezes blew- 

For mighty things are noiseless, and the chief 

Are Time, and the destruction we name Grief. 
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SONNET. 



How stirs the spirit in that quickening roar, 

When rough November, with his weight of wind. 

Scatters the red leaves round the unshaken nnd 

Of forest oaks, that love the war, and more 

Enroot them with his wrenchings ! In that sweep 

Of desolation sternly combated. 

Their images pass o'er us, who have fed 

Destruction with her claim, and met the sleep — 

The wintry sleep — with an expecting smile ; 

And strength and weakness, birth-time and decay — 

All mysteries — life's darkness and its ray — 

Flash through the thoughts; that shift, like ocean, while 

The swijft winds hunt the billows, and each brow 

Foams brightly up, and blackness toils below. 
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TO THE YEAR 



I. 

Farewkll, departing Year ! 
I weep thee not, with those 
Whose life led through thee like a joysome dance ; 
I rather, with glad countenance 
And hopeful cheer, 
Smile on thy gloomy close. 

II. 

Ah, wherefore should I not ? 
What were thy gifts to me ? — 
Love torn by frequent partings and fierce pain, 
And a sick heart and wearied brain ; 
And thou a blot 
On my life's page must be. 
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III. 

Yet blush I not, nor grieve ; 
For out of every tear 
The heart some silent lesson may distil, 
And days which we deem lost fulfil 
Their work, and leave 
Tokens that they were here. 

IV. 

Tis something, to have tried 
A heart, and found it true, — 
To learn how Woman's quiet love will last 
Till man's more fierce resolves are past,- 
How others' pride 
By firmness to subdue. 

V. 

Unfrustrated, at length. 
Dark Year ! I now may claim 
The prize I have so striven to call my own, 
(To me more precious than a throne !) 
Loved with a strength 
Not less, though calmer grown. 
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ANSWER 

TO A FRIENDLY COMPLAINT, THAT THE AUTHOR HAD 
LEFT OFF COMPOSING IN VERSE. 



Lament not thou, that now no lighter hour 

Is found, in which, from care and toil set free, 

Thy Poet's hand might once more try the power 

Of his neglected harp, and sing for thee — 

His silence doth not want its harmony : 

While Hope and Fear their mingled colours flung 

O'er all that, present now, was then to be. 

Full oft the troubled prospect from me wrung 

A song amidst my grief. To soothe it I have sung, 

Imagining the very things which now 
Are realised — I live what then I dreamed. 
My life is now a Poem, whereof thou 
Sharest the inspiration ; which is beamed 
Down from a loftier region than beseemed 
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Old bards to name the Muses' hallowed ^und — 
From Heaven itself. — Full oft life's lay hath teemed 
With wild adventure more, names more renowned, 
But seldom hath it breathed more peaceful music round. 

As swiftly on proceeds the vital song, 
While, one by one, successive scenes unfold. 
New persons still appear, new deeds will throng 
The unfolding plan — till all the tale be told 
Of how we lived and loved, toiled and grew old. 
But let the strain be gentle at its close, 
Unlike the turbid force with which it rolled 
In youth, until it sink to long repose 
In that Eternal Chorus whence it first arose ! 
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NOTES. 



Note 1, page 167, line 9. 

Her maiUd toru unelatp 
From her young life a tyrant*s gratp. 

The signing of the Great Charter, at Runnymede. 



Note 2, page 171, line 5. 
With iainted Herbert geek the thade. 

It was the same noble union of the meek and manly qualities, 
— of courage with gentleness, and dignity with condescension — 
that characterised chivalry, and, with all the imperfections of 
that remarkable institution, displays it to so much advantage 
by the side of modem civilisation, which distinguished the 
Black Prince, in his treatment of the unfortunate French King, 
John, and our illustrious Reformers in the presence of their 
judges and at the stake, — which equally interests us in the 
generous humanity of Sydney, resigning his draught of water 
to the wounded soldier ; and in the accomplished and high-born 
but humble-minded Rector of Bemerton, throwing aside his cano- 
nicals to assist a poor neighbour in unloading his fallen beast. 
(See Walton*s Ldfe of Herbert,) It would have been easy to find, 
among our Protestant victims of persecution, a purer example of 
the principle referred to, than is presented in Cranmer ; but the 
name of the] venerable though vacillating primate is familiar to 
English ears, in the list of the sufferers in those miserable times. 
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Note S, page 170, line 9. 
A ruintd Ckurek, a murdered King ! 

In no point of view is the justness of the philosophical and 
pious obserration of our great poet, — that 

' " There bKNneioul of goodneif in things evfl** — 

more apparent than in its political bearings; nor is there anjr 
passage of our history to which it more obviously applies, than 
that frightful hot-bed of the national greatness and virtae, the 
troubles of the seventeenth century. 

Note 4, page 171, line 5. 
Again they gather, dark and fast ! 

The wars with revolutionary and imperial France, immediately 
succeeding to the contest with the American colonies. 

Note 5, page 88, line 9. 
The maid, of whom the tale is told. 
Alluding to the well-known story in the Decameron, 

Note 6, page 88, line IS. 
The widowed qtteen. 
The mother of the Emperor Charles V. 



THE END. 
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